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PKEFACE. 



This volume contains a large selecüon from Paul Ger- 
bardt's " Spiritual Songs." Every piece included is 
given in füll, and is rendered into the metre of the 
original. A few of the followiug tianslations have 
appeared at various times during the last three years in 
dififerent periodicals. They have been revised for this 
volume. Several of the hymns have been beautifully 
translated by others ; and had the Translator been com- 
piling a volume oomposed of selections from various 
authors, this might have formed a strong reason for 
not doing them again, but to have omitted them from 
a volume like the present would have been to give a 
selection from Gerhardt without some of bis most cele- 
brated productions; besides, in the other collections 
where they appear they are not all given in füll, nor 
are they always rendered into the metre of the original. 



save in those published with tho music attached. As 
far as the Translator is aware, the greater number of 
the following songs have uever appeared in an English 
dress before. 

Every one who has reflected on the subject, or at- 
tempted metrical translation, knows that literality is 
rarely attainable, tbat a certain measure of freedom 
raust be used. The Translator has, however,.striven 
to maintain fidelity to the sense of the original, and 
has occasionally somewhat sacrificed euphony to fidelity. 

It is not to be expected that the people's poet of one 
nation and of a former age will become, throngh trans- 
lation, the people's poet of another nation in a later 
generation. Individoal translations may win for them- 
selves a place side by side with the &vourite songs of 
native growth. Instances of this will occur to ßvery 
one familiär with our hymnology ; bat this can hardly 
happen in many cases. Tet translations on the prin- 
ciple of this volume may neither be uninteresting nor 
unedifying on that acoount, and it may be permitted 
to the Translator to trust that Paul Qerhardt in bis 
present dress may be found stimulating and refreshing 



to many. Gerhardt was pecaliarly a aon of ooEiBolation. 
The Translator has found him so in the honr of trial, 
and he will feel repaid if he shoold heoome the cap- 
bearer of the rieh wine of oonsolation oontained in the 
hymns of the staunch old German Lnthenin to any 
English Christian readers '* who may be in any wise 
afflicted." 

The work of translation has been a labour of lore. 
It has been the recreation of leisure houis from grav^r 
duties, and occasionally the occnpation of days of nn- 
willing, bat unavoidable, total or partial freedom from 
professional engagements. 

The edition nsed in this translation was Wacker- 
nagel's " Paulus Gerhardt's Geistliche Lieder getreu 
nach der bei seinen Lebzeiten erschienenen Ausgabe 
wiederabgedruckt. Neue Auflage, in Taschenformat.'* 
— Stuttgart, Verlag von Samuel Gottlieb Liesching, 
1855. This edition has been followed in the Classifica- 
tion and titles both of the sections and hymns. 

The jirincipal sources wh^ce the materials for the 
biographical sketch have been drawn are ** Paul Ger- 
hardt's Geistliche Andachten, &c., mit Anmerkungen, 



einer Geschiclitlichen Einleitung und Urkunden heraus- 
graben, von Otto Schultze."— Berlin, 1842. " Paul 
Gerhardt, nach seinem Leben und Wirken, aus zum 
Theile ungedrtickten Nachrichten dargestellt," von 
B. G. Roth, Pastor Primarius zu Luebben in der Nieder- 
lausitz. — Leipzig, 1829. 

Feustking, Langbecker, Herzog, and others were also 
read» or more or less consulted. 



BIOGßAPHICAL SKETCH. 



Paul Gebhabdt was bom in Graefenlidiiichen in 
Electoral Saxony, where bis fieither, Christian Gerhardt, 
was Burgomaster. There is some doubt as to the 
precise year of bis birtb, owing to the destruction of 
tbe cburcb books wben the place was bumt by the 
Swedes on the 16th of April, 1637. According to some, 
the event took place in the year 1606 ; according to 
others, in 1607. The probability is in favour of the 
former date, for General Superintendent Goltlob Stolze, 
of Lübben,* says tbat he died, in the 70th year of bis 
age, in the year 1676. 

There is no information conceming bis yonth and 
education. He was still very young wben the 
Thirty Years' War broke out, and bis preparation 
for bis profession and entrance on it took place in 
those troublous times, whicb may account for bis 
late settlement in a ministerial sphere. In the year 
1651, wben in his forty-fifth year, we find bim still 
• Wetüafs •• Analecta Hymnlca." 
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only a candidate* of theology, and resident as a tutor 
in the family of Andreas Bertholdt, Chancery Advocate 
in Berlin, whose daughter he suhsequently married. 
In that year a vacancy occurred in the ministry at 
Mittenwald, by the death of Probst Caspar Göde. The 
magistracy of that place applied to the clergy of Berlin 
to reoommend a suitable man to them for the office. 
Paul Gerhardt was their unanimons choice. They 
recommended him as an bonourable, estimable, and 
leamed man, whose diligence and erodition were known, 
of good parts and incormpt doctrine, of a peace-loving 
dispofiition and blameless Christian life, which qnalities 
had procured for him the love of all classes, high and 
low, in Berlin. They furthermore added that he had 
frequently, at their friendly invitation, exercisod the 
excellent gifts with which God had endowed him for 
the edification of the church, and had thereby deserved 
well of the people, and endeared himself to them. The 
clergy met together for consultation, and sent this 
reoommendation to Mittenwald without the knowledge 
of Gerhardt ; no higher testimony, therefore, conld have 
been given to his character, leaming, and abilities. 

• Qne qQAlifled and aathorized to preach, bat not ordalned, Ordina- 
tion taldng place only when the candixlate ia plaoed over a congreeatloo 
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He was accoidingly appointed and set a|)art to hii 
Office in St. Nicholas' Chnrch, Berlin, on tfae 18th of 
November, 1651, and entered before the close of the 
year on bis duties. The chnrcb book wbicb be kept 
from Jan. 1, 1652, tili Dec. 31, 1656, bears testimony 
to bis fidelity and oonadentioasness in ibe discharge of 
tbis pari of the duties of bis office. 

On February llth, 1655, he was married to Anna 
Maria, danghter of the Ohanoery Advocate Bertboldt, 
in whoee £unily be bad been tator. Before be lefl 
lüttenwald, bis first cbild, a danghter, was bom and 
died. There is a slab to her memory still standing in 
the church. Several ciroumstances in bis position at 
Mittenwald conspired to make Gerhardt desire a change, 
and welcome a translation to Berlin when an oppor- 
tunity offered. The relation between bis coUeague, 
Deaoon Allbom, and bimself was not friendly : Allbom 
bad been passed over by the magistrates in favour of 
Gerhardt. The want of cordiality which prevaüed in 
consequence must have been yery trying to a man of 
Gerbardt's disposition. The inoome of the office was 
alBO small, and bis circumstanoes conseqnently strait- 
ened. His ties and associations in Berlin would also 
be strong inducements of tbemselves to ibe acceptance 
of an appointment there. * 
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The welcome relief came when the magistrates ap- 
pointed him to the third Diaconate of St. Nicholas' 
Church, vacant by the death of Probst Peter Vher, and 
the consequent promotion of the other ministers. The 
spirit in which he received and accepted the inYitation 
is shown in bis letter to the magistrates on accepting 
their ofifer. He humbly and gratefuUy recognized the 
band of God in the matter ; and, owning bis own weak- 
ness, eame^tly solicited the prayers of the faithful. 
His letter is dated June 4, 1657, and in the register of 
St. Nicholas there is an entry of a baptism made by 
him on the 22nd of July. Consequently he must 
have entered on his duties soon after. Gerhardt, doubt- 
less, joyfully retumed to Berlin, anticipating a happy 
ministry there; but it was there his greatest trials 
awaited him. These trials arose out of the measures 
taken by Frederick William,* at that time Elector of 
Brandenburg, to allay the animosity prevailing between 
the adherents of the Lutheran and ßeformed Confes- 
sions respectively. The feud was of long standing, and 
the efforts made to heal it had been hitherto in vain. 

With the laudable- desire of pacifying party strife, 

• The Elector Sigismond bad gone over to the Reformed Cunfesdon 
in 1613, and the position of the Lutherons and Reformed in the Mark 
^ fei relation to the court had since becn reversed. 



Biographical SIcetch. zr 



the Elector tfppointed a Conference to be held between 
the Lutheran and Reformed clergy of Berlin and Göln- 
on-the-Spree, under the direction of the Lord President, 
Baron Otto von Schwerin^ on the Reformed aide, and 
Chancellor Lorenz Christian von Somnitz, of Fomerania, 
and others, on the Lutheran sida The Lutheran clei^ 
of the three chief churches in Berlin and Coln, and the 
Reformed court preachers, Bartholomew Stosch and 
Johann Kunschius, the rector of the Joachimsthal 
, Gymnasium, and the philologue Joh. Vorstius, con- 
stituted the membership of the Conference^ Kunschius, 
heing soon after summoned to accompany the Elector 
to Königsberg, took no part in the Conferences, and 
his place was fiUed by Gerson Vechner, of the Joachim-* 
sthal Gymnasium. 

The object of the Conference, according to the Elec- 
toral Rescript, was to consider the following points : — 

L Whether in the Reformed Confessions, particu- 
larly in those named in the last Electoral Edict 
(January 2nd, 1662), viz. : — The Confessio Sigismundi, 
the CoUoquium Lipsiacum, the Declaratio Thorun Men- 
sis, — anything is taught or aflSrmed, in teaching, be- 
lieving, or affirming which any one is, Judicio divino^ 
accursed» 

II. Whether anything is denied or passed over in 
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silence, without acknowledging or practishig which no 
one could be saved. 

The Berlin cleigy were reluctant to enter on the 
Conference. They thought that as it concemed the 
Ghurch of the Mark generally it should not be limited 
to Berlin and Göln, and that it was a subject requiring 
mature consideration. At length, however, having pro- 
tested in vain, they consented, but manifestly deter- 
mined to concede nothing. 

The Conference met at yarions times during the 
years 1662-63. Gerhardt took no public part. The 
speaking devolved first on Probst Lilius, but soon 
afterwards, and for the remainder of the meetings, on 
Archdeacon Reinhardt. Gerhardt wrote a judgment 
unfavourable to the Conferences, beoause he thonght 
nothing but synöretism would come out of.it — i.e^the 
confusion of the two confessions, into which the Rinteln 
theoiogians had permitted themselves to be seduced. By 
his votes he evinced his interest in all its proceedings.* 

As might be surmised, from the State of party 
feeling, the Conference was not only fruitless, but left 

* Wackemagle bkjb, that it ww his ofSdal daty to Bketch the 
writtngB in attack and defence, that they display great tact and acnte- 
nesB, and farniah a new proof ibat critlcal acomen may be oombined 
with a poetical temperament. 
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matters in a worse oondition than they were when it 
first met. Furthermore, at the last sitting but one, on 
the 22nd of May, 1663, the Berlin clergy incurred the 
high displeasnre of the Elector, by defending and 
approving the conduct of their Speaker Reinhardt on 
an occasion when he had given great offenoe to bis 
Highness. It is tbonght, that at this time Gerhardt 
wrote bis beart-stirring and beautiful hymn, — ^Ist Gtott 
für mich, so trete? (Is God for me, foppose me?) The 
Elector, in conseqnence of the resnlt of the Confer- 
ences, issued an edict on the 16tb of September, 1664, 
in substance the same but more stringent than the 
previous one. All were reqnired to pledge themselves 
to obedience to this edict, whereas subscription to the 
former one had been reqnired only from candidates at 
Ordination. The edict reqnired the clergy of both 
confessions, on pain of dismissal from offioe and other 
penalties, to refrain from vituperating each other, from 
deducing absurd and impious doctrines from each othf r's 
dogmas, and imputing them to their opponents. The 
edict also commauded that the ordinance of baptism 
should be administered without ezorcism, wl^en the 
parents desired it. The edict produced the most pn>> 
fonnd constemation. Jt was r^;arded as endangering 
religions liberty and the freedom of conscience. The 

b 
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Lutheran preacbers feit themselves hampered by it in 
the discharge of their duties. Begarding, as they did, 
tbeir symbolical books and eoclediastical customs as 
sacred things, using tbeir autborized fonnularies in the 
instniction of tbe people, and introdncing tbe element 
of.oontroversy largeiy into tbeir ministrations, tbey feit 
tbemselves qnite crippled in tbe diacbarge of tbeir func- 
tions. It seemed to tbem that if tboy gave up tbeir 
liberty in Ibe pidpit, tbey would be necessitated to 
give np tbeir customs also, and so violate their solemn 
obliga tions. They thougbt that oomplianoe would im- 
peril tbe Lutheran Ghurch, the welfieure of tbeir con- 
gregations, and tbe peace of tbeir own souls. Such was 
tbe view taken of tbe matter by many strict and con- 
scientious men. We cannot belp tbinking that tbeir 
view was mistaken and exaggerated, that tbese tbings 
were not endangered, that it was perfectly possible for 
tbem to bave been loyal to tbeir cburcb, to baye in- 
stiQcted tbeir people faitbfully in all tbe peculiar doo- 
trines of tbeir system, and yet baye rendered obedience 
to tbe Electoral edict. 

ManjT were actually conducting tbemselves botb 
according to its letter and spirit, and yet were filled 
with tbose alarms whicb we must call groundless, at 
tbe very tbought of binding tbemselves by a pledge to 
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act as they were doing. Wliile we hold them to have 
been mistaken, we cannot bat respect their fidelity to 
their honest oonvictioos, and their fortitude in acoept- 
ing the sad conseqnences, — ^the severing of the ties that 
hound them to heloved flocks, the Iobs of offioe and 
emolument, and ezpatriation. The principles of tolera- 
tion were not rightly understood, either by the Church 
er State at the time. 

As we read the poinfal annals of the time, the thooght 
often arises in the mind, how mnch better had it been 
if the evil which it was the laudable intention of the 
Elector to oorrect, had been permitted to work its own 
eure. There were donbtless many, who had given too 
much cause for oomplaint by the lioenoe they allowed 
themselves in the pulpit in attacking their theolc^cal 
adversaries, but those who suffered most wonld pro- 
bably be those, who, like Gerhardt, were not open to 
reproach, yet feit themselves constrained by oonscienoe 
to refuse obedience to the Elector's command. Hnn- 
dreds signed the edict. Some who had scruples yielded 
on account of their wives and children. There was a 
wittidsm current at the time which was put into the 
mouths of the pastors' wives : — 
« Sdimbt, Schreibt, 
Lieber Herre, auf dass ihr bei der Pfiurre bleibt." 

62 
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Which may be freely and roughly rendered, — 
** Subscribe, subscribe, dear husband, do I 
Lest you mast from the parish go." 
Very many, however, were thrown into the greatest 
distress of mind, and could not obey and preserve a 
good conscience. The Berlin ministers sought the 
opinion of yarious theological &culties and churches on 
the crisis. 

The Elector, ignorant of the trouble given to the 
consciences of many worthy men, viewed this conduct 
on their part as self-willed, and an imwarrantable Oppo- 
sition to what appeared to him a needful regulation. 
He ordered Lilius and Reinhardt to be remoyed from 
Office, if they delayed to subscribe, and gave the others 
time for consideration. The two former, failing to obey, 
were deposed. 

Gerhardt, with the three others who were threatened, 
tumed to the magistracy, and solicited their good offices 
in intercession with the Elector. The magistrates 
represented to the Elector that the Berlin clergy had 
observed the edict, but that they objected to subscrip- 
tion ; they be^ed the Elector not to enforce subscription 
on those already in office, as it would tend to compromise 
them with the people and foreign churches ; they fur- 
thermore stated, that obedience rests not so much in 
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subscripiion and in the letter, as in the mind and in 
deed. They begged him to reinstate Lilius and Rein- 
hardt in Office. 

The Berlin clergy presented a petition, snhstantially 
to the same efifect, at the same time. They stated, in 
addition, that the Beformed clergy had not been oom- 
pelled to sign. The only result of this petition was, 
that the Beformed were forthwith commanded to sub- 
scribe the edict. 

The ministers, in auother docmnent, set forth their 
scruples at large, but thereby only incurred the farther 
displeasure of the Elector. The deposition of Lüiua 
and Reinhardt, however, caused such an uproar, that 
the Elector issued a declaration on May 4, 1665, 
setting forth the seasons of his procedure. Further 
efforts were made, and the result was, that time was 
allowed tö Lilius to reconsider his refusal, and in the 
beginning of the foUowing year he subscribed. On 
account of his compliance, he became the object of the 
most bitter and galling attacks, and did not long survive. 
The last days of the old man were embittered by the 
treatment he received at the hands of zealous, but un- 
charitable Lutherans, and death was doubtless a wel- 
come event to him. In the case of Reinhardt, the result 
was only a more severe sentence. He was banished 



from the town, forbidden to maintain any oorrespond- 
ei^oe with it, and the magisfcrates were ordered to fill 
up the yacancy caused by bis removaL He removed 
to Leipzig, wfaere he was chosen to the pastorate of 
St. NichoW Ghurch, and was subsequently made Pro- 
fessor of Theology, which office he held tili bis death, 
in 1669. 

Paul Gerhardt was the next minister who was called 
on to subscribe the edict. The Elector was convinced 
that, next to Reinhardt, he was the most yehement 
Opponent of peace between the Lutheran and Beformed. 
When Beinhardt was reproached in the Consistory with 
inciting bis colleagues to resistance, Gerhardt said, with 
some warmth, that it was not so, that he had en- 
couraged Beinhardt when be showed a dlsposition to 
yield ; be was older in years, and had been longer in 
office, and be should be sorry to follow others. It was 
also said, that doring an illness which befeil him, he 
sent for bis colleagues, and eamestly warned them not 
to subscribe the bond pledging them to observance of 
the edict These tbings were, at least, carried to the 
Elector, and prejudiced him against Gerhardt. On the 
same day that Lilius was reinstated in office, Grerhardt 
was cited to appear before the Ck)n8btory (Feb. 6th, 
1666), and called upon to sign. Eight day s were allowed 



Biographical Sketch. zxiii 



bim for oonsiderationy and in the firat instanoe he ac- 
oepted the delay, but before the rising of the same 
seasion, he declared that he had had ample time for 
oonsideration, and that he ooold not change hia mind, 
wherenpon he was deposed from offioe, in the name of 
the £lector. 

Great as was the agitation produoed in the public 
mind by the deposition of Lilina and Reinhardt, the sen- 
aation occasioned. by Gerhardts was much more pro- 
found. He was the most beloved, as well as most 
celebrated, of all the ministers. Measnres were imme- 
diately taken by the Community in bis favour. The 
Citizens and the guilds of the cloth-makers, bakers, 
butchers, tailors, and pewterörs, united to petition the 
magistrates in favour of exemption for Gerhardt. They 
Said that every one knew that he had never spoken 
against the faith and the oo-religionists of the Electcnr, 
much less vituperated them, but that he had sought 
to lead every one to true Christianity, and had never 
attacked any one in word or deed. 

The magistrates, on prpsenting this representation to 
the Elector, on the 13th of February, added :— '* He 
has not thought of the Beforjned, much less insulted 
them; he has maintained a blameless walk, giving 
offence to no one, so much so, that his Highness, without 
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any suspicion, had admitted his songs into the hymn- 
book for the Mark, in 1658. Should a man so pious, 
so intellectual, so celebrated in many lands, leave the 
town, it was to be feared that grave thoughts would 
be excited in the minds of foreigners, and that God 
would Visit -them for it. If he refused subscription, 
it would not be imputed to disobedience, but to scraples 
of conscience, seeing that before the publication of the 
edict he had fulfiUed its object by liis modest beha- 
viour.** The Piince, in reply, stated that he had suffi- 
cient grounds for enforcing the provisions of the edict, 
and that Gerhardt must comply with them, or bear 
the penalty. 

A second petition was got up in his fevour, in which, 
in addition to the above guilds, the carpenters, cutlers, 
armourers, and coppersmiths joined. As this petition ' 
also was unfavourably received, the States of the Mark 
took up the cause of the deposed. " The dismissal of 
Grerhardt/' they informed the Elector, on the 27th of 
July, 1666, " excited great fear in the country for 
religion, for this man is recognized by the adherents of 
both confessions as a pious, exemplary, and, without 
doubt, a peace-loving theologian, against whom no 
Charge can be brought save his refusal to subscribe the 
edictfi." 
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The Elector yielded at length. After bis retnni 
from Cleve, he stunmoned the magistrates to appear 
before him, oa January 9th, 1667, at three o'clock in 
the äftemoon ; and through the Lord President, Otto 
von Schwerin, in presenoe of several privy cooncillors, 
made the desired, but hardly expected announcement, 
that as there was no oomplaint against Paul Gerhardt, 
sav e that he refused to sabscribe the edicts, bis Electoral 
Highness mnst believe that he has misunderstood the 
purport of them ; he, therefore, restored him to bis oflSoe^ 
and absolved him from the necessity of subscriptioD. 

Immediately after the audienoe, the Elector sent a 
private secretary to Gerhardt, to oonvey the intelli- 
gence to him, and to say at the same time that bis 
Highness cherished the oonfident expectation that he 
wonld act conformably to the edicts, withont sabscrip- 
tion, and continne to manifest bis known moderation. 
Next day the magistrates, delighted witb the gmce of 
the Prince^ hastened to inform Gerhardt of bis nnoon- 
ditional restoration to ofißoe, and on the 12tb of Jannary, 
the joyons event was annonnced in the Sunday Mer^ 
cury, a weekly paper very mach read in Berlin at that 
time. But the private message from the Elector threw 
Gerhardt into &esh distress of mind. He feit bampered 
by the conditlon still attached to bis restoration to 
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Office^ and he applied to the magistrates to aid him in 
discovering the exact terms of his restoration. In his 
letter to the magistrates, he expressed his eamest desire 
to spend the remainder of his life among his flock, 
if he oould do so with a good oonscience, saying how 
wretched a thing it was to hold office with an uneasy 
conscience. He knew the anzieties incident to the 
faithfui discharge of the pastoral offioe, and said, that 
he would be the most wretched man on earth if to 
them were added the reproaches of a guilty oonscience. 
His desire was not in the very least to appear to depart 
from his previous mode of teaching, and &om the cus- 
toms of his church, which, as a Lutheran clergyman, 
he had swom to maintain. Beferring to the modera- 
tion which had been so commended in him, he said, 
"I have never understood it» and never can under* 
stand it otherwise, than that I shall be permitted to 
remain faithfdl to my Lutheran oonfessions of faith, and 
especially to the * Formula Goncordias,' and that I am 
not required to regard any of them, or permit others to 
regard any one of them, as a dishonoorable, injurious, 
or blasphemous book." 

The magistrates sent him a copy of the decree 
reinstating him in office, hoping thereby to remove his 
scruples. He made a further representation to the 
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magistrates on the 26th of January, 1667. In thta he 
pointed out how the deciee ascrihed hia refitsal to a 
misunderstanding 6f the edicta, and that, though ab- 
Bolved from subscription, he was bonnd by them still ; 
that he oould only understand the edicts liteially ; that 
he could not re-enter his offioe with any other oon* 
scienoe than he had first entered it with ; he oould not 
infiict on himself the wound on re-entrance into offioe 
which he had, in the strength of the Holy Ghost, 
patiently and silently endured a year's Suspension to 
aYoid ; that if his conscience permitted him to 3^eld 
obedience he would subscribe the edicts, " for," said he, 
** what I can do with a good conscience, I can easily 
consent and promise to do." He begged them to 
intercede for him with the Prinoe, that he might be 
absolved from obedience to the edicts on resuming 
Office. In everything eise he promised all possible 
hearty and humble obedience. He begged that he 
might be permitted to adhere to his Lutheran Gon- 
fessions and *' Formula Ck)noordia9 ;" that he might so 
instruct his flock, and pledge himself to no other 
moderation than was rooted in these confessions. Only 
on these terms, he said, could he consent to preach. 
Grerhardt also wrote to the Elector to the same effect. 
The magistrates resolved once more to apply to the 
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Elector. They briefly stated the case, and begged bis 
Highness to relieve Gerhardt's scruples. The Elector, 
on the very same day, returaed their statement to the 
magistrates, with these words written on the margin : — 
" If the preacher, Paul Grerhardt, will not resume the 
Office so graciously vouchsafed to him again, hy his 
Serene Electoral Highness, for which he will have to 
answer to the Most High God, let the magistrates of 
Berlin, at their earliest convenience, invite some other 
able and peaoe-loving persona to preach as candidates ; 
but let them not call any one until they have first 
humbly made known his qualifications to his Serene 
Highness. — Cöhi-on-the-Spree, Feb. 4th, 1667.— 
(Signed) Fbibdbbich Wilhelm." 

Gerhardt resigned his office, and so ended his 
ministry in Berlin. So great was the love his former 
flock bore to him that they still continuedto oontribute 
to his Support. 

It is commonly believed, that after his deposition fh 
Berlin, he was invited to Saxe-Merseberg by Duke 
Christian, and that, on refusing the offer, the Duke 
granted him a pension. Otto Schultze, one of his 
biographers, and seemingly the most careful and 
thorough of them, says that he was unable to find any 
certain testimony to either of these facts. It seems 
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Strange that he shonld refüse to go to Saze-Merseberg, 
^hen, a short time after, he nnhesltatingly aooepted an 
invitatioQ from the magistrates of Ltibhen, which was 
in the territories of Duke Christian; and in his oor- 
respondence with the magistrates of Lübben there is 
no reference to such an invitation from the Duke. 
The fact of his refusal, in the firet instance, and his 
ready acceptance in the seoond, might he aooounted 
for, however, by the death of his wife, which took place 
in March, 1668, whereby one very strong tie that 
bound him to Berlin was severed. 

A story is told about this period of his life, and was 
for a long time received as an nndoubted fact^ which is 
so romantic that we conld almost wish it were tme. 
It is Said, that having no oertain dwelling-place, he set 
out with his wife and family to retnm to his father- 
land, Electoral Saxony ; that one evening his wife was 
sitting in the hotel where they were staying for the 
night, bemoaning her hard lot. Gerhardt in vain en* 
deavoured to console her, and quoted Psahn xxxvii. 5, 
to her. Tonched by the words himself, he went and sat 
down on a garden seat and wrote the song, 

« CSommit whatever grieres thee," &c., 

and came and read it to his wife, who was in^e- 
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diately oomforted. Later in the evening the Duke of 
Saxe-Merseberg's messengera arrived, bearing a letter 
to Grerhardt, offering him a pension, tili he was other- 
wifle provided for. .They were glad when they found 
out who Gerhardt was, and handed him the letter, 
which he in tum handed to his wife, saying, " Did I 
not teU you to oommit your ways unto the Lord?" 
Unfortonately for this stoiy, the hymn in qnestion 
had been pnblished in 1666, and the story is other- 
wise inconsistent with the known facts of his history.* 
The story is equally groundless, that this hymn was 
the means of procttring him an invitation from the 
Elector to retum to Berlin. 

The magistrates of Lübben, hearing of him, invited 
him to preach there, as a candidate for the vacant 
archdiaconate. He went thither and preached before 
them on October 14th, 1668. The next day he was 
informed as to the income, inspected the official re- 
sidence, expressed his wiUingness to aocept the appoint- 
ment, and was assnred that it would be ofifered to him. 
He then retumed to Berlin. He did not take up his 
residence in Lübben until June in the foUowing year, 

* Sinoe wiitbog this skHch, tbe writer obeenres that cnrrenoy has 
been given to tbis apocrypbal story tn a ivcent work, " Onr Hymns : 
tl^ Aathon and thelr Origin. By tbe Rev. Joelab MUler." 
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owing partly to domestic afiSiction, and partly to the 
vexatious delay in preparing his official honse for his 
reoeption, arisiDg from the dilatoriness and indifference 
of the magistrates in the. matter. He had expresBed 
hope, when he saw the house, whieh "was nnfit for any 
minister to live in, and not large enongh for his family, 
that a more oonyenient one might be provided. He 
was assnred that a deaoon's house adjoining wonld be 
added to it. A friend visited Ltibben some time after 
his appointment, and the work was not b^un, nor even 
at a later period, when he himself went over. No 
sympathy was manifested towards him. He was asked 
if he wished to recede from his promisfe, and whether 
he wished a honse ^>ro dignitaie ; and was told that they 
did not know he had so large a household, and that 
what had been good enongh before might be good 
enongh still. All this must have been exceedingly 
annoying and hnmiliating to Grerhardt. Other points 
were raised with reference to the details of his mini- 
sterial duties; bnt leaving them for friendly settlement 
after his entranoe on his office, he simply claimed that 
a house, not pro dignitcUe, but pro necessitate, should 
be prepared. A füll statement of the case, addressed 
by him to the Government President, Alex, von Hoymb, 
at length produoed the desired effect. 
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He took the oath of religion before the Consistory on 
the 6th of June, and entered on the duties of his office 
on the third Sunday in Trinity. Gerhardt, in these 
transactions, appears to great advantage, in the reason- 
ableness of his demands, and the manner he dealt with 
the ungenerous imputations made npon his motives 
and character. He would have removed to Lübben 
sooner had there been a suitable house to be got ; bnt 
there was none. He laid stress, in his correspondence, 
on the want of a study in the Archdeacon's house, and 
insisted on the necessity of having a place for meditation 
and prayer, if he was to discharge his duties aright. 

There are no written records conceming his work in 
Lübben. Dim tradition says, that he was often melan- 
choly, that in these moods he would betake himself to 
the church, and kneeling before the crucifix, seek 
strength in fervent prayer. Feustking(who was almost 
his contemporary), General Superintendent in Anhall- 
Zerbst, says, in the preface to his edition of his songs, 
— " Along with his piety Gerhardt had the devil, the 
false World, and the enemies of religion continually on 
his neck, with which he had to contend on the right 
and on the left, day and night. He also prayed very 
diligently, as eamestly as one pleads with his father. 
At the close of his life he had pious Amdt's * Prayer 



and Paradise Garden' oontinoally before him, and so 
highlj did he esteem it» that he wrote several hymns 
on its Contents." 

Manj of Grerhardt's aongs appeared in the firat 
instance in varions hymn-hooks. The first com- 
plete ledition was publiahed by J. B. Ebeling, 
Director of Music in the chief church in Berlin, 
in ten folio parts, each oontaining twelve aongs, in 
1666-67. It seems that Gerhardt never derived 
any pecuniary advantage from their pnblication. 
Tradition says, that after a wann conflict with 
the enemy he wrote the hymn "Wach auf mein 
Herz und Singe," in proof of which the second 
verse is quoted. But he wrote no song after 
leaving Berlin. Schnitze mentions that there is no 
song bearing his name that had not been printed 
in 1667. 

His will, and the mies of life, written before his 
death, for his son Paul Friedrich, are worthy of 
quotation, revealing as they do the piety, simplicity, 
puiity, integrity, and also the narrowness of his 
character.* After expressing his gratitude to God 
for all the goodness and truth shown him from his 
mother's woipb tili that hour (he had tben reached 
• In Um reference to tbe Syncretists. 
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his seventieth year), his hope of speedy dehver- 
ance from this life and entrance into a better, and 
praying God when his time came to take his soul 
into His Fatherly hands and grant his body quiet 
Test tili the last day, when he should be re- 
united with those goüe before as well as those left 
behind, and behold Jesus face to &ce, in whom he 
had believed thongh he had not seen Hirn, he goes 
on to say : — 

" To my only son I leave few earthly possessions, 
bat an honourable name, of which he will have no 
special reason to be ashamed. 

" My son knows, that from tender infancy I gave 
him to the Lord my God as His own, that he 
should be a servant and preacher of His Holy Word. 
Let it be so, and let him not .tum aside because he 
may have few good days therein^ for God knows 
how to compensate for outward trial by inward glad- 
ness of heart and joy in the Holy Ghost. iStudy 
sacred theology in pure schools and incorrupt uni- 
versities^ and beware of Syncretists, for they seek the 
things of time, and are faithfal neither to God nor 
man. In thine ordinary life, foUow not bad Company, 
but the will and cbmmandment of thy God. In 
particular • 
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** 1. Do nothing evil in the hope that it will lemain 

Beeret, 

*For nothing can so small be fpon 
That it comes not to the snn.' 

" 2. Never grow angiy out of thine offioe and 
calling. 

'* li^ thon findest that anger hath inflamed thee, be 
perfectly silent, and do not ntter a word nntil thou 
hast fiist repeated to thyself the Ten Commandments 
and the Christian Creed. 

" 3. Be ashamed of sinfal, fleshly lusts ; and when 
thou comest to years that thou canst many, do so 
seeking direction from God, and the good counsel of 
pious, faitMul, and judicious persona. 

" 4. Do people good whether they can requite you 
or not, for what men cannot requite the Creator of 
Heaven and earth has long ago requited, in that He 
created thee, hath given thee His dear Son, and in 
- holy baptism hath reoeived and adopted thee as His 
son and heir. 

^'5. Flee covetousness like hell. Be content with 
what thou hast acquired with honour and a good 
conscience, though it may not be too much. Should 
God grant thee more, pray Hirn to preserve thee 
tom any hurtful misuse of temporal possessions. 

c 2 
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Summa; pray diligently, study something honour- 
able, live peacefully, serve honestly, and remain stead- 
fastly in thy faith and confession. So wilt thou 
one day die and leave this world willingly, gladly, 
blessedlyl Amen." 

He died on the 7th of June, 1676, as the Lübben 
church-book testtfies, after he had been seven years 
in Lübben and twenty-five in the ministry. 

It is Said, that he died with the words of one of bis 
own hymns on liis lips. " Death can never kill us 
even," from verse 8th of the Christian Song of Joy. 

*• Why shonld sorrow erer grieve me ?" 

He is buried in the chief church, probably near the 
altar, though the precise spot cannot be determined. 
A Portrait in oil, hung up in the church, testifies to 
the estimation in which he was held by the congre- 
gation, for besides his, there are only the portraits of 
a few General Superintendents, and none of any of his 
predecessors in office. 

Towards the side, at the foot of the picture are the 
worda : — 

** Theologus in cribro Satanse yer^atus.*** 

* A TheologUn ezperienoed in the rieve of Satan. 
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And nnder that agaiii, the following epigraniy written 
"by J. Wemsdorf : — 

*< Sculpta qnidem Pauli, rira est atqae imago Gerhardti, 
Cujus in ore, fides, spes, amor usque fiiit. 
Hie docuit nostris Assaph redivivus in oris 
Et cecinit laudes, Christe benigne, taas. 
Spiritus sethereis veniet tibi sedibus hospes, 
Hsec ubi ssepe cane? Carmina Sacra Deo."* 

It is not known what became of his son, and nothing 
is known of bis posterity. 

The editor of the Selection of Gerhardts Songs — 
Bremen, 1817 — states in his preface: "There is at 
present living in Bremen a great-granddaughter of 
Gerhardt's, eighty-one years of age, a simple Christian 
soul. Her father was, as sl^e says, an advocate in 
Oldenburg ; of her ancestor the poet she has neither 
written nor oral Information." 

There are three of Gerhardt's sermons extant in the 
iibrary of the gymnasium of the Grey Cloister in 

• A graven, indeed, yet living image of Paul Gerhardt 
In v^hose montb, faith, hope, love haye eyer been. 
Here Asaph retarned to life, t&ught In oor oooBts, and sang thy 

praises, Graclous Savionr ! 
Tbe Spirit will come to theo as a gaest. from the heavenly aeats 

wherever thon shalt ging thcse Sacred Songs to God. 
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Berlin ; and the tltles and texts of three more are 
known. They are all funeral sermons. We would 
close this notice of the life of Gerhardt with a few 
extracts from Wackemagel's preface to his edition of 
Gerhardt's Spiritual Songs. 

" Paul Gerhardt," he says, ** inay be viewed in a 
one-sided manner, from two quite opposite points of 
view, in relation to the spiritual Contents of his songs. 
His poems appear to mirror the transition character of 
his age, when the personal life of the feelings, the 
subjective tendency, began to assert itself beside the 
Christian consciousness of the congregation. He may 
therefore be regarded as the last and the most perfect 
of those poets who were grounded in the ecclesiastico- 
confessional faith, and with him the line of the strict 
ecclesiastical poets closes. He may also be regarded 
as beginning the line of those in whose songs, praise 
and adoration of the revealed God recede before the 
expression of the feelings that master the soul in con- 
templating its relation to God revealing Himself to it 
as its salvation. The true view is, that Gerhardt 
stood in the fore front of his age and united in 
himself in the most lively manner both tendencies. 
Though he did not write so expressly for the congre- 
gation, so immediately in the interest of thechurch, 
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as Luther, bat from personal necesslty, in personal 
temptations, yet the pulsation of his inner life was 
the common ecclesiastical oonfession; and his ez- 
periences, however personal they might be, were only 
waves of the flood of baptism and life which eyery 
other member of the chnrch breathed and shared. 
His sorrow, and God's love, the sours questions, and 
Grod's answeis in him and in his songs, beoome one 
— so one as can only be when the experienoe ia not 
only tme for the individual, bat also for the people 
and the church. 

*' For this reason Faul Grerhardt's are people's songs. 
They remind us sometimes of Friedrich Spee ; above 
all, the glorious song, 

* Go forth, my heart, and Beek delight.' 

£ut how much richer and more many-sided is the 
Evangelical than the Gatholic poet, and at the same 
time better known and more &miliar to the people! 
The Gatholic congregations know nothing now of 
Friedrich Spee; but where is the Evangelical con- 
gregation that does not know Paul Gerhardt; in 
what churches are not his holy songs heard? What 
the pious Catherine Zell of Strasburg says of beauti- 
ful Spiritual songs in her hynm-book is true of him : — 
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' Th6 jonmeyman mechanic at bis work, the senrant- 
maid washing her dishes, the ploughman and vine- 
dresser in the fields, the mother by her weeping 
infiänt in the cradle, sing them.' High and low, poor 
and rieh alike, find them equally consoling, equally 
edifying; in all stations, among young and old, 
there are examples to he found where some song 
of Gerhardt at particular periods in the history of 
the inner life was engraven for ever on the soul, 
and subsequently became the oentre point of the 
dearest reminiscenoes. Winckleman's favourite song, 
even in Italy, after he had passed over to the Gatholic 
Ghurch, was, 

* I sing to thee with heart and mouth.' 

And once when he ordered a song-book from Germany, 
he was vexed, yea, ezasperated, when he found that it 
did not contain this song. 

" Schiller's mother nurtnred the young mind of 
her son with the songs of our poet, with whom 
the song 

' Now spread are eTening shadowB ' 

was a favourite, — the same song conceming which 
Johann Falk narrates that a beggar boy was preserved 
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amid many temptations by singing to himself the 
stanza oommencing 

< Jesofl! be my oo?er.' 

" Books devoted to the exposition of spiritaal flongs, 
or to facts conceming pious persona, relate how many 
of Gerhardt's hymns have quickened many hearts in 
heavy affliction and anxiety, and liave quietly com- 
posed thelr minds in the hour of death, and 1^ them 
topeace 

''Above all, it was the mothers who fostered the 
domestic spiritual song, and handed down the old 
songs to the new generation. The noble picture of 
such a mother, even of üis own, is sketched by T. P. 
Hippel, and the woids in which she described the 
peculiarity of the poet to her son serve to portiay 
hierself as well as Gerhardt : — 

** * After Luther, I must confess, I know no better 
hymn-poet than Gerhardt. He, Kist, and Dach form 
a trefoil, but the chosen Instrument, Luther, was the 
root. Gerhardt wrote during the ringing of the chuich 
bells, so to speak. A certain impressiveness, a certain 
sorrowfülness, a certain fervour, were peculiar to him ; 
he was a guest on earth, and everywhere in his one 
hundred and twenty-three songs sunflowers are sown. 
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This flower ever tiuiis to the sim, so does Gerhardt 
to a blessed etemity.' 

"The love with which the contemporaries of Ger- 
hardt, as far as the bell of an evangelical church was 
heard, tumed to his song, has only one preoedent — ^the 
veneration, the devotion, with which Luther's songs 
were regarded. The ßongs of no other poet, either 
before or since, have ever produoed so mighty an effect 
CT obtained so speedy and so wide a dToalatiou." 
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A Lamb bears all its gnilt awaj 

A rest here hare I nerer 

After doiids we see the san . 

Ah I fidthfol God, compass'nate heart 

Ah ! lovely innooenoe, how eyil ait thoa deem'd 

Awake, my heart I be singing . 



Be glad, my faeart ! now fear no moro 
Be joyful all, both far and near • 
Be thoa oontented ! aye lelying 
Behold ! behold I wbat wonder's here I 
BlesB'd 18 he the Lord who loreth • 
Blesa'd is he who never taketh 
By John was seen a wondroas sight 

Come, and Christ the Lord be praising 
Commit whatever grieres thee 
Creator, Father, Prinoe of might ! . 

Father of mercies ! Ood moat high • 
For Thee, Lord, pants my longing heart 
Fall of wonder, fall of art 
Fall often as I meditete 
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PAOB 






60 forthf my heart, and seek delight 






. 289 






How oan it be, my highest Light I . 






259 












246 






How long, Lord, in forgetfulness 






. 235 






I have deseiVd it, cease to oppose . 






. 165 






I into God*s own heart and mind 






. 219 






Immanuel 1 to Thee we sing . 






. 37 






In gratefül songs yoar voices raise . 






238 






In prayer your voices raise ye 






. 45 






Is God for me? t'oppose me . 






208 






Jesus ! Thou, my dearest Brother . 
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Let not such a thought e'er pain thee 






83 






Look up to thy God again 






195 






Lord God ! Thou art for evermore . 
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Lord, lend a gradous ear . . . 






92 






Lord, Thou my heart dost search and try . 






. 138 






Lord 1 to Thee alone 1 raise . 
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Mine art Thou still, and mine shalt be 






333 






My face, why shouldst thou troubled be 
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My God I my works and all I do 






102 






My heart ! the seven words hear now 






63 






Now at the manger here I stand 
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Now gone is all the rain . . . 
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Now spread are eveningfs shadows . . . «285 






Kow with joy mj heai-t is boanding . 






. 18 






OFatherl send Thy SjÄHt down . 






. 78 






God I from Thee doth wisdom flow 






• 97 






God, my Father 1 thanks to Thee 






. 117 






God I who dost Heaven's sceptre wield 
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Jesus Christ 1 my fairest Light . 






122 






Lord ! I sing with moulh and heart 
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my soul, why dost thoa grieve 






155 






Oh I bleeding head, and wounded 






59 






Oh, Jesus Christ 1 how bright and fäir 
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On thy bier how calm thou'rt sleeping 






338 






Praise God I for forth hath soanded . 






251 






Fraise ye Jehovah . . . , 






279 






Say with what salutations 
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See, World 1 thy Life assailM . 






54 






Shall 1 not mj God be praising 
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The daylight disappeareth 
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The golden moming, joy her adorning 
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The Lord, theearth who ruleth 
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The time is very near , . , . 






341 






Thou art but man, to thee 'tis known 






148 






Thoa must not altogether be . 






230 
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PAOS 


Thy manger is my paradise .... 


. 36 


"US patience must support you 


. 184 


Twofold, Father ! is my pray'r • . • 


. 107 


Up I iip ! my heart with gladness . . 


• 71 


What pleaseth God, my faithful chUd 


. 189 




. 214 


Why ßhould they such pain e'er give Thee . 


. 43 


Why without, then, art Thou staying 


5 



SCARCE tongue can speak, ne'er hnmAn ken 
The myst'ry oould disooYer, 
That God, from His high throne to men 

Makes known the world all over : 
That He alane is King above 

All other gods whateyer. 
Greift, mighty, £iithfal, füll of bve, 

His saints doth aye deliver, 
One sabstanoe but three penons I 



f 



QoA, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

The name thrioe holy given, 
Qn earth by all the ransom'd hoat^ 

And by the hoats of hearan. 
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He's Abraham's and Isaac's God, 
And JacoVs whom He knowetb, 

The Lord of Hosts, who every good 
Botli night and day bestoweth, 

Who only doeth wonders ! 

His Son, from all etemity 

Begotten hath the Father, 
Who came as man, when God's decree 

Had fix'd, His sheep to gather. 
The Holy Ghost etemally, 

While all Their gloiy sharing, 
Their honour, pow*r, and majesty, 

A crown all eqnal wearing, 
Prooeodfl from Son and Father ! 

Be glad, my heart ! thy portion see, 

Thy rieh mieqnaird treasure, 
He is thy Friend, supply will He 

Thy needs with bonnteons measure. 
Who made thee in His Image fair 

Thy load of guilt removeth, 
Gives thee His cho8en*s faith to share, 

Thy Joy in sorrow proveth^ 
Through His own word most holy. 



Bestir thyself, with all tby heart 

Thy God to know endeavour : 
Sweet rest guch knowledge will impart, 

Thy soul with pure love ever 
Will cause to glow, and nourish thee 

Por life and joy in heaven ; 
Things heard of only here, shall be 

To open sight there given, 
By Gtxi to Bus dear children. 

Woe ! woe ! to the besotted crew 

In wilful blindness living, 
Rejecting God, the honour due 

To Him, to creatures giving. 
The time will come when close shall He 

'Gainst them the door of heaven ; 
Who God drive from them here, shall he 

By Him hereafter driven, 
From His high throne most holy I 

Prince of might 1 Thy mercy show, 
Thou God of earth and heaven, 

To every sinner here below 
May saving graoe be given ! 

b2 
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Bring bax5k Thy sheep who go astray, 
And blinded eyes enlighten, 

And tum Thou every thing away 
That wickedly might frighten 

Thine own, whose faith is feeble. 

Grant this, that we Thy people may 

All reach the heav'nly portals, 
And in Thy kingdom sing for aye, 

'Mid all the bless'd immortals : 
That Thou above art King alcme 

All other gods high over, 
The Father, Son» and Spirit, One, 

Thy people's Shield and Cover, 
One substance but three persans I 



flibent 

WHT WlXHOör, XHKRy AVI RKNJ RATOM? 

TT7HT without, then, art Thou staying, 
^^ Blessed of the Lord from far ? 
Euter nowy no more delaying, 
Let it please Thee— Thou, my Starl 
Thou, my Jesus, Friend indeed, 
Helper in the hour of needl 
Saviour I ease the wounds that pain me, 
Let Thy comforts rieh sustain me. 

Lord, my wounds are pain and sorrow, 
That the hammer of the law 

With its terrors, night and morrow, 
Gauseth, filling me with awe. 
Oh I the dreadful thunder peals 
When His anger God reveals, 

All my blood to tingle making. 

And my heart's foundation shaking I 



Then with wiles the great deceiver 
Would to me all grace deny, 

Saying, in the hell for ever 
That torments him, I must be. 
But I suflfer sorer pangs, 
For with poison'd serpent längs 

Doth my-conscience gnawing, teaiing, 

Stir remorse beyond all bearing. 



Do I seek my woe to soften. 

And to lessen pain desire, 
With the World commingling often, 

Sink I quite into the mire. 

There is comfort that deceives, 

Joy that by my mischance lives, 
Helpers there who only grieve me, 
Friends who only mock and leave me. 



Nothing in the world endureth, 
Or the souFs thirst can allay; 

Fleeting is the rank that lureth. 
Have I riohes ? What are they 



Better than small dust of earth? 

Have I pleasure ? What's it worth ? 
What to-day my heart doth gladden, 
That to-monow doth not saddeu? 



Gomfort, joy, in boundless measnre, 
Stor'd, Lord Jesus, are in Thee, 

Pastnres of unfading pleasure, 
Wbeie we roam and feast so free. 
Light of joy 1 illumine me 
Ere my heart qnite hroken be! 

Jesns, let mine eyes behold Thee ; 

Lord, refresh me and nphold me ! 



Heart, rejoice, for He doth hear thee, 
And He Visits thee again ; 

Now thy Saviour draweth near thee, 
Bid Hirn gladsome welcome then. 
And prepare thee for thy guest, 
Enter thon into His rest, 

"While with open heart receiving, 

Teil Hirn all that is thee grieving. 



Lo ! Ihe thiDgs that seem'd to hmder 
How tbey all &11 out for good. 

Hark I how He in aooents tender 
Comforts thee in gracions mood. 
Ceas'd the dragon has to roar, 
Scheming, raging, now no more. 

His advantages forsake him, 

He mnst to th' abyss betake him. 



Now thj life is calm and even. 
All thy heart's desire is thine ; 

Christ Himself to thee hath given 
All He hath — exhanstless mine 1 
His grace is thy fairest crown, 
Thou His seat art and His throne; 

With Himself as one He makes thee, 

Freely to His bosom takes thee. 



God His golden-KHirtain'd Heaven 
Spreadeth to encompass thee I 

Lest thou shouldst away be driven 
By thy raging enemy. 



Angel hosts keep watch and ward 
At ihj side and are thy guard ; 
Lest in joumeys anght shonld hurt thee, 
By the way their arms snpport theo. 



All the ill thon hast done ever 

It is now remitted qnite ; 
God'fl love thee doth now deliver 

Prom flin's tyrant joVr and might. 

Christ the Prince hath won the day, 

Eise against thee what ill may, 
He, to purest good Converting, 
Bohheth of the pow'r of hnrtmg. 



All for thine advantage proveth, 
E'en what hurtfol may appear. 

Ohrist accepteth thee and loveth. 
And His thonghts are all sinoere. 
Thon in tum hut fiiithfiil he, 
Then shaU certainly hy thee, 

With the angel hosts in Heaven, 

Thanks and praise for aye he giyen. 



s 



BAX ynra what saldtaxioiib? 

AY with what salatations 
Shall I Thine advent greet ? 
Desire of all the nations, 

My Joy and Succour meet! 
Jesus ! Jesus ! lead me 

On by Thy blessöd light ; 
What's Thy delight thus guide me 

To understandluight. 

With palms doth Zion meet Thee, 

Spreads branches in the way ; 
To raise my soul to greet Thee 

Glad psalms 111 sing to-day. 
My heart shall blossom ever, 

O'erflow with praises new, 
And from Thy name shall never 

Withhold the honour due. 

What hast Thou e'er neglected 
For my good here below ? 

When heart and soul dejected, 
Were sunk in deepest woe, 



Advent, 1 1 



"WTien from Thy presenoe hidden, 
Where peaoe and pleasore are, 
ThoTi camest, and hast bidden 
Me joy again, my Star I 



In bitter Iwndage lying, 

Thon com'st and sett'st me free ; 
'Neath scom and shame wben " gbing , 

Thon com*st and laisest me. 
Thy grace bigh bonour gives me, 

Abundance doth bestow, , 
That wastes not, nor deceives me 

Aa eartbly riches do. 



No otber impnlse led Tbee 

To leave Tby tbrone above, 
Upon Thine errand sped Tbee, 

But world-embracing love ! 
A love tbat deeply feeletb 

The wants and woes of men, 
No tongue its fulness telletb, 

It passeth bnman ken. 



In Ükj hesrt be Ulis writien, 

Thoa iniich afflieted band ! 
Wbo eYermore art smittea 

With griefe on every band. 
Fear not! let nothing grieve thee, 

FoT help is at thy door, 
He'll oonsolation give thee, 

Oil in tby woonda will pour. 



No care nor effort either 

Is needed day and night» 
How thou may'st draw Hirn hither 

In thine own strength and migjit. 
He oomes, He oomes with g^adness I 

0*erflows with love to thee, 
To chase away the sadness 

He knows oppresseth thee. 



Sin's debt, the mighty bürden 
Let not tby heart affrigbt ; 

The Lord will freely pardon, 
His grace will cover qnite. 



He oomes I He oomes I Salvation 
Fnx)laiining eveiy where, 

SecoreB HIb chofien nation 
Their heritage so fair I 



Thy foes why shoald fliey move thee? 

Their wiles and rage are vain, 
Thy Saviour, who doth love thee. 

Will Bcatter them again. 
He oomes ! a Gonq'ror glorioiu, 

Hell scatter every band 
Of foes — ^His conrse victorions 

Too few they're to withstand. 



He oomes to jndge each nation ; 

Who cniB'd Hirn, curse shall He ; 
With gnioe and oonsolaiion, 

Who lov'd, receiv'd shall be. 
0hl oome, Thou Sun, and lead ns 

To everlasting light, 
Up to Thy mansions guido ns 

Of glory and delight. 



1+ 



Christmas. 



OF THB APFEABAKCE 07 THE ▲KOIEI& 

BEHOLD! behold! what wonder's here ! 
The gloomy night tums bright and dear, 
A brilliant light dispels the shade, 
The Stars before it pale and fade. 

A wondrous light it is, I trow, 
And not the ancient sun shines now, 
For, contrary to nature, night 
Is turned by it to day so bright. 

What means He to announce to ns, 
Who nature's course can alter thus ? 
A mighty work design'd must be 
When such a mighty sign we see. 



To Tis vonchsaf fed can it be 
The Sun of Righteousness to see, 
The Star from Jacob's stem so bright, 
The woman's Seed, the Gentiles' Light ? 



Christmas, 15 



Tis even so — for from the sky 
Heav'n's hosts with joyful tidings hie, 
That He is bora in Bethl'hem's stall, 
Who Saviour is and Lord of all ! 

Oh blessedness I the goodly throng 
Of sainted &thers waitod long 
To see this day, with hope deferr'd, 
As we may leam from Ood's own word. 

Awake, ye sons of men, awake 1 
Up I np ! and now your joumey take 
With me, kt us together go 
To where the bless^ angels show. 

Behold ! there in yon gloomy stall 
He lies who ruleth over all ; 
Where once their food the cattle songht, 
The Virgin's child for rest is bronght. 

Oh, child of Adam I ponder well, 
And stumble not at what I teil, 
He who appears in this low State 
For uB is, and aye shall be great. 



l6 Christmas. 



In mortal flesh we Hirn behold, 
Who all things made and doth uphold, 
The Word who was with God is He, 
Himself is God whom now we see. 

It is GK)d*s sole-begott^i Son 
Through whom we now approach His throne, 
The First and Last, ihe Frince of Peaoe, 
The Gonqueror throngh whom wairs ceaae« 

The times predicted are fulfiU'd, 
God's fiery wrath mnst now be stilPd ; 
His Son, made man, doth bear our load 
Of guilt, OUT peace ba3r8 with His blood. 

It is a time of joy to-day, 
With monming and with woe away I 
Woe, woe to him who ns revil'd I 
God's seen in flesh — ^we*re reconcil'd. 

The Lord who bears onr sin is here, 
Who'U broise the serpent's head is near, 
The Death of death— the Woe of hell— 
The Lord of Life with us doth dwelL 



Ohriaimas, 17 



All foes are put our feet beneath, 
FoT dn and Satan, hell and deivthi 
Are bronght to shame and put to flight 
lipon this great, this wondrons night. 

Oh ! happy world, thrioe happy they ! 
Who on this lowly Infant stay 
Their souls, and with belieying eyes 
In Hirn their Savionr reoognize, 

Now praiBe the Lord whoe'er can praise, 
Who from their low estate to ndae 
His enemies, from Eis high throne 
Sent down His lov'd, Bis only Son. 

Up ! join the angel host and pry, 
Now glory be to God most High ; 
Let peace prevail the world aronnd, 
Qood«wiU to men and joy abound. 



w 



[OW with J07 my heait is bounding^ 
Wiih del^t 

Anylf^ bright 

Pniises fbrCh are BOfonding. 

Hark ! hark ! how the choirB of HeaTen, 

Thiongh the sky 

Baise-Üieciy, 
Christ to Jim ia giyenl 

He who's mighty to deliver, 

Goes that He 

Earth may free 
From all woes for ever. 
God is man, man to deliver, 

Hisdear Son 

Now is one 
With our blood for ever. 

Gk)d in üs mnst now take pleasure, 

For Hegives 

Whom He loves 
Far beyond all measare. 



Christman, 



To redeem ns He hath given 
His own 8on 
Front the throne 

Of His might in Heaven. 



"Who Himself and Kingdom ever, 

Giveth free, 

Oh! oouldHe 
Drive ns from Hirn ?— neverl 
Will not God'8 own Son now bloss lul 

He who loves 

And removes 
All things that distress üs I 

Had onr human natore ever 

By the Lord 

Been abhorr'd, 
He had been man never. 
Had our Lord delighted ever 

Li our grief, 

He relief 
Would have brought ns never. 

02 
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ChristmoM, 



All tiansgression He assnmeth, 

That weVe done 

'Neath the sau, 
And our Lamb becometh. 
As our Lamb His life is given. 

So that we, 

From death free, 
May have peaoe and Heaven ! 

Now He'fl in the manger lying, 

Me and thee 

Oalleth He, 
In sweet acccntscrying, 
«* Banish, brethren, what's distressing, 

All yonr ills. 

All that falls, 
I bring time» of blessing." 



Ck)me, and let ns now go thither, 

Let ns all, 

Great and small. 
Flock in crowds together« 



Ckridma$. ai 



Love Hirn who with deep love buni^thy 

See the light 

He so bright 
Kindly on us tumeth. 



Ye who sink in deepest ftngniah, 

Look ye here, 

Joy is near, 
Grieve no more, nor languish. 
Gleave to Hirn and He will bring yon 

To the place, 

By Hisgraoe, 
Where no pain will wring you. 



All ye hearts, oppiess'd with sorrow, 

Ye who feel 

Sin's sore 111 
And conviction's arrow, 
C!oiirage now I for One is living 

Who hath skill 

You to heal, 
All yonr pain relieving. 



22 Chrisknaa, 



All ye poor ones and distress^, 

Come — come ye 

Take^'tis free, 
Of His Store eo blessM. 
Here do all good gifts flow over, 

Here is gold 

Stores untold 1 
Here yonr hearts recover! 



Graciotus Savionr I deign to hear me, 

And let me 

Hang on thee, 
UndisturVd stay near Thee. 
Of my life Thou art the Giver, 

I through Thee 

Joyfully 
Live contented ever. 



Gnilt no longer can distress me, 

Son of God ! 

Thoa my load 
Bearest to release me. 



Christmas, 33 



Stain in me Thou findest never, 

I am clean. 

All my sin 
Is remov'd for ever. 



For Thy sake Fm dean all over, 

Thou dost me 

Gradously 
With fidr raiment cover. 
To my heart's throne I will raise thee, 

Glory mine I 

Flow*! divine I 
Let me love and praise Thee. 



Diligently FU preserve Thee, 

To the skies 

To Thee rise, 
Here live for and serve Thee. 
With Thee I at last shall wander, 

JoyfuUy, 

Endlessly, 
And in glory yonder I 



24 ökrighnoB. 



COME, and Christ the Lord be praising, 
Heart and mind to Hirn be raising^ 
Gelebrate His love amazing, 
Worthy folk of Ohristendom ! 

Sin, death, hell, may all be grieving, 
Satan shame feel to him cleaving, 
We salvation free receiving, 
Gast OUT every care away. 

See what God for us provideth, 
Life tbat in His Son abidetb. 
And our weary steps He guideth 
From earth's woe to heav*nly joy. 

His soul deeply for us feeleth, 
He His love to us revealetb. 
He who in the heavens dwelleth 
Game to save us from our foe. 



ChriämoB» 



»$ 



Jacob's Star His advent maketh, 
Soothes the longing heart that acheth. 
And the serpenf 8 head He breaketh, 
Scattering the pow'n of helL 

Op'd hath He and freedom gain'd ns 
From the prison that oontain'd ns, 
Where mnch grief and sonow pain'd us. 
And onr hearts were bow'd with woa 

bless'd hour when we reoeiT^ 
From the foe who ns deoeivkl 
Liberty, when we believÄd, 
And Thee, gracious Saviotu; prais'd. 



Beanteous Infant in the manger, 
befriend us I beyond danger 
Bring us wbere is tnm'd God's anger, 
Where with angel hosts well praise ! 
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ChristmoBk 



AT THB HASaSB. 

THY manger is 
My paradise, 
•0 Jesus Christi 
Where feeds my soul delighted. 
There 'fore mine eyes 
The Word now lies, 
Who to our flesh 
In person is united. 

Whom wind and sea 

Obey, e*en He 

In servant's fonn 
And place for men's appearing. 

God's own Son, Thou 

Assmnest now 

Clay weak and mean, 
Such as our own, art wearing I 



Thou,highestGt)odl 
Dost raise our blood 
üp to Thy throne, 











Christmaa. 37 






High o'er all heights whatever I 






Pow'r endless, Thon 






Art brother now 






To US who like 






The gross and flow€ff% wither I 






What härm can do 






Onr soul's dread foe 






To US at all, 






Though fall of gall his spirit ? 






The things that he 






Accuseth me 






And others of. 






From Adam we inherit. 






Besilent, fiend! 






There sits my Friend, 






My flesh and blood, 






High in the heaVns enthron^ : 






What Thou dost smite 






The Prince of might 






From JacoVs stem 






With honours high hath own^ 











And hesvcoTs Joy 
An esufhijr m undoetli. 



(Hjoj the Well, 
The deiil, hell« 
And all tfaeir pow^ sobdnedL 



BeHermg heart^ 
Wboe^er thoQ izt, 
Beafgoodcheer, 

Lei nothing e'er depresB tfaee ; 
Becaiue God's Son 
Makes thee God's own, 
Qod muBt proye troe 

To thee, and erer bless thee. 



Now think and see 
How glorionsly, 
Ee oyer all 



OhrüimaB. 29 



DistresB hath ih.ee upliftecL 
He who reigns o'er 
The angels, mora 
Than thou art, i» 

With blessednefls not gifted. 

liO I Beest thoQ 

Before thee now, 

Thy flesh and blood, 
Wlio air and clouds rules ever. 

What can there be 

(I ask of thee) 

That can arise, 
To fear thee to deliver? 

Things oft affiright 

Thy feeble Bight 

And make thee dgh, 
Thy oonsolations vanish : 

Come hither, then, 

Behold again 

Ghrist's manger here, 
And all misgiyings baniah. 
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Ohnstmaa. 






Though plagued with oare, 








Yetne'erdespair! 








TJiy Brother ne'er 








Thy misery disdameth ; 








Hifl gracious heart 








Feels every smart, 








Nor when He sees 








Oor wooy from tears refraineth. 








To Hirn now go. 








He'U help bestow 








And rest, and thou 








Good cause shalt have ibr blessing. 








Füll well He knows 








What bumsjind glows. 








Whatonthe heart 








Of each sick one is pressing. 








He therefore bore 








The wrath so sore 








Of the dread cross 




-i^ 






_ 



OhrigknoB. ' 31 



In His flesh, shrinking never, 
That through His pain 
He might retain 
The memoTj 

Of oar distresses ever. 

The gate is He 

That leadeth me 

To present joy. 
And to etemal blessing. 

He soon doth send 

A happy end 

To all the grief 
On pions heart that's presaing. 

The world's base pelf 

Leave to itself. 

And make thou snre, 
This treasnre thine remaineth. 

It firmly keep 

Nor let it slip, 

It there a crown 
For sool and hody gaineth! 











3a Ohristmas. 






BESmS XHB XAMOBB. 




- 


VrOW at the manger here I stand, 
^ My Jesus, Life from Heaven I 
I stand, and bring Thee in.my band 

What Thou to me hast given, 
Take it, it is my mind and wit, 
Heart, soul, and all I have, take it, 

And deign to let it please Thee ! 






With Thy great love beyond compare, 

My soul Thou fillest ever, 
Thy glanoe so sweet, Thine image fair, 

My heart forgetteth never. 
How otherwise e'er could it be, 
How could I ever banish Thee, 

From my heart's throne, Saviour! 






Bre ever I began to be, 
Thou hadst for me appearW, 

And as Thine own hadst chosen me 
Ere Thee I knew or fearM. 











Ohritimaa, 



33 



Befoie I by Thy band was made, 
Thon hadst the plan in otder laid, 
How Thon Thyself shooldst giye me. 

I lay still in death's deepest night, 

Till Thon, my Sun, arising, 
Didst bring joy, pleasnre, life, and light, 

My waken'd soul snrprising. 
O Sun I who dost so gracionsly 
Faith's goodly light to dawn in me 

Aye cause ; Thy beams how beauteons 1 

With rapture do I gaze on Thee, 
Ne'er can enough adore Thee, 

Pow^ more to do is not in me, 
m praise and bow before Thee. 

Oh I that my mind were an abyas, 

My soul a sea, wide, bottomless, 
That so I might embiaoe Thee. 

Oh I let me kiss that mouth of Thine, 

My Jesus, Saviour gradous 1 
Thy mouth that e'en the sweetest wine. 

And milk and honey precious, 



34 Öhristmas. 



In pow^r and virtue doth ezcel, 
Of oomfort» strength, and sap 'tis füll, 
And inwardly refreshes. 

When oft my heart within doth cry, 

No oomfort can disoover, 
It calls to me, Thy friend am I, 

Thine ev'iry sin I cover ; 
My flesh and bone, why monmeBt thou ^ 
Let thy heart be of good cheer now, 

Thy debt, I have diacharg'd it. 

Who IS the Master, where is he» 
Who in perfection sketcheth 

The hands this infant dear to me 
Now smilingly outstretcheth ? 

The snow is clear, and milk is white, 

But both lose all their valae quite 
Before these hands so beauteous. 

Oh ! wisdom fails me utterly 

For honouring and praising 
The eyes this infant fixedly 

To mine is ever raising. 



ChrUtmas* 



35 



The fall moon, it is dear «od fair, 
The golden stais most beauteoas are. 
Bat these eyes far ezoel tbeni« 

Oh I that a star so paanng iidr 
Should in a crib be holden I 

Who migbtj nobles' cbildren are 
Should lie in cnidles golden 1 

Ah ! hay and atnw too wretched are^ 

Silk, yelvet, pnrple better iar, 
Weie for Thee, Ohild! to lie on« 

Bemove the atraw, remoTe the hajf 
From where the child reposes, 

And flow'rs FIl bring that lie He may 
On yioletB and roses. 

With tnlipe, pinks, and roaemary, 

From goodly gardens plnck*d by me, 
ril from above bestrew Hirn. 



And snow-white liüea here and there 
His aide shall be thrown over ; 

When doeed Hia eyes with slnmber are, 
Them ahall they softly ooyer. 

D 2 
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Ohristmaa, 



But Thoü mayest love the grass so dry, 
My Ghild I more tban tfae things that I 
Have spoken or have thought of. 

Not for tfae world's pride dost Thou care, 
Nor joys tfae flesfa dotfa offer ; 

In human form Tfaou liest tfaere, 
For US to do and suffer, 

Seek'st joy and comfort for my soul, 

Wfaile waves of trouble o'er Tfaee roll ; 
I never will Tfaee hinder. 



One thing I faope Tfaoult grant to me, 
My Saviour 1 ne'er deny me, 

That I may evermore faave Tfaee 
Witfain, and on, and by me. 

And let my faeart Thy cradle he, 

Gome, come and lie Tfaou down in me, 
Witfa all Tfay joys and treasures I 

Tis tme, tfaat I sfaould tfaink faow poor 
And mean my entertcdning, 

Tfaan dust and asfaes I'm no more, 
Tfaou mad*st, art all-sustaining, 



Okrigima», 57 



Yet Thoa^rt a guest beloy'd and pris'd, 
For neyer yet hast Thou despis'd 
Hirn who delights to see Theo ) 



noüjruxL I xo nsB wb an». 

IMMANUEL 1 to Theo we Bing, 
The Fonnt of life, of grace the Spring, 
Than fallest Uly fairer fisur, 
Lord of all Lords, the monung Star 1 

Hallelnjahl 

With all Thy people, Lord, we raise 
To Thee onr heart-felt songs of pndse, 
That Thon, long-expected Guest I 
Hast brought ns our desirM rest. 

Hallelnjahl 

Since the Creator said — *' Light be I " 
How many a heart hath watcVd for Thee 1 
Of Fathers, Prophets, Säints the tbrong 
With ardent hope have waited long. 

Hallelnjahl 



$8 Chrisimaa. 



Than others more, the Shepberd Eing 
Belov'd by Thee, and wont to sing 
Thy praise on sounding harp, inspir'd 
By deeper longing, Thee desir'd. 

flallelujah I 

Ah Zion I that thy Lord to thee 
Would come and set thy captives free ; 
Ah I that our help would now arise 
And gladden Jacob's waiting eyes. 

HaUelujahl 

There art'Thou now, Thou ever-bless'd I 
There dost Thou in the manger rest ; 
The World Thou deck'st, all things hast made — 
Thou'rt naked there, in weakness laid. 

Hallelujah! 

A stranger art Thou here below, 
To whom the Heav'ns allegiance owe ; 
A mother's milk dost not despise, 
Who art the Joy of angels' eyes. 

HaUelujah! 



Okrüimas, 



39 



The bonnds of ooean ßx'd hast Thoii, 
Who art a swaddled iofant now ; 
Thou'rt God— a bed of straw Thou hast 
Thou'rt man— yet art the Fint and Last. 

Hallelajahl 

Of every joy Thon art the spring, 
Tet soTTOw oft Thy heart doth wring. 
The Gentiles' Light and Hope Thon art, 
Yet findest none to soothe Thy heart. 

HaUelujah! 

The sweetest Friend of man Thon art, 
Thongh many hate Thee in their heart ! 
The heart of Herod loathkL Thee, 
Tet what art Thon ? Salyation free I 

HaUelujah! 



Thy meanest senrant, Lord I am I, 

I say it in sinoerity ; 

I love Thee, bnt not half so well 

As I shonld love, — more love Td feeL 

HaUelujah l 



40 Ohristmaa. 



My pow'r is weak, though will be there, 
But my poor heart against Thee ne'er 
Shall riße t' oppose, — ^Thou wilt receive 
By graoe the Üttle I can give. 

HaUelujalil 

Thou to be weak dost not diBdain, 

Dost cboose the things the world deems vaiii, 

Art poor and needy, and dost come, 

By love impell'd, to want's drear home I 

Hallelujah I 

Thou sleepest on the lap of earth, 
The manger where Thou at Thy birth 
Wast laid to rest, the hay, the stall 
Were mean, were miserable all. 

Hallelujah I 

And iherefore doth my oourage rise, 
Thj servant wilt Thou not despise ; 
The gradous mind that dwells in Thee 
Fills me with hope and gladdens me. 

HaUelujahl 



Ohmimaa, 41 



Lord I thongh IVe pass'd in sin my days, 
And wandelnd far from wisdom's waya^ 
Yet therefore Thou to earth hast coxnß, 
To bring the wand'ring sinner home. 

HaMnjahl 

Had I no debt of sin to &ce, 
How cöuld I ever sbare Thy grace ? 
In vain for me Thine advent here, 
Had I no wrath of God to fear. 

HaUelnjab 1 

Lord, fearlessly I come to Thee, 
Thon keep'st my soul from anguish free ; 
Thon bear'st the wrath, dost death destroy, 
And sorrow turnest into joy. 

Hallelnjah I 

My Head Thon art» Thy member I 
In tarn am, and Thy property ; 
Lord, I will serve Thee wMle I live 
With all ihe graoe Thon deign'st to give. 

HaUelnjahl 



42 Christmas, 



Loud hallelujaJbs here 111 sing, 
With joy that from my heart doth spring, 
And wben I reach yon mansions fair 
I will repeat them ever there. 

Hallelujah! 



New Year. 43 



or ras GDbCDvaww ov CBiBr. 

WHT shonld they snch pain e'er gi^a Thee, 
Why inflict such cruel smart? 
Jesus, why should they so grieve Thee^ 

Who're uncircumcis'd in heart, 
By this rit« ? Though Thou art free 
From the law's yoke utterly, 
Yet man's nature art Thou wearing, 
But DO sin its beauty mairing. 

For Thyself Thou dost not bear it, 
Of the Cov'nant Thou art Head ; 

Tis our debts that make Thee share it, • 
That like grievous load of lead 

Lie upon us, and Thy heart 

Pierce e'en to the inmost part ; 

These Thou bearest to deliver 

ÜSy who could have paid them never. 



44 ^e^ Year. 



Let yonr hearts be glad, ye debtorg ! 

Let the world lejoioe to-day, 
For the Son of God cmr fetten 

Breakfl, the price begins to pay. 
This day i8 the Law ftilfill'd, 
Thifl day is GkxL's anger still'd, 
Whom to death law did deliver, < 
Qod's Son makes Qod's heira for ever. 

We this graoe enoogh can never 

Own, nor for it grateful be ; 
Heart and mouth, Savioor 1 ever 

Shall ezalt and honour Thee I 
We shall praise with all our pow^ 
All Thy goodness, Thee adore, 
While in weakness here we wander. 
And Thy praise re-echo yonder I 



New Year. 45 



IN pray'r your voices laise ye 
To Gk)d, and Hirn now praise ye, 
Who to our life from heayen 
All needed strengtli hath giyexi. 

The Btream of years is flowing, 
And we are onward going, 
From old to uew surviving, 
And by Hia mercy thriving. 

In woe we often langnish. 
And pass tbroogh times of angoish, 
When fearfal war aboundeth, 
That earth itself surroundeth*. 

As faithful mother keepeth 
Gnard while her in£Euit sleepeth. 
And all its grief assuageth 
When angry tempest rageth ; 



46 New Year, 



So God His children shieldeth, 
Them füll protection yieldeth ; 
When need and woe distress them, 
His loving arms caress them. 

In vain is all our doing, 
The labour we're pursuing 
In our hands prospers never, 
ünless God watcheth ever. 

Our song to Thee ascendeth, 
Who every day defendeth 
ÜB, and whose arm averteth 
The pain our hearts that hurteth. 

Grod of mercy! hear us.; 
Our Father ! be Thou near us ; 
'Mid Grosses and in sadness 
Be Thou our Spring of gladness. 

To me and all be given, 
Who from the heart haye striven 
To gain Thy benediction, 
Hearts patient in affliction. 



New Year, 



47 



Oh ! close the gates of borow. 
And by a glorions monow 
Of peace, may plaoes sadden'd 
By bloodshed diie be gladden'd 

With riebest blessings crown ns, 
In all our ways, Lord I own us ; 
Give graoe, who grace bestowest 
To all, e'en to the lowest. 

Of all forlom be Father, 
All erring ones mgather, 
And of the poor and needy 
Be Thou the sucooor speedy. 

Graoe show to all afflicted, 
. And to all souls dejected^ 
By melancholy hannted, 
May happy thoughts be granted. 

All earthly gifts ezoelling, 
The Holy Ghost mdwelling, 
Give US to make ns glorious, 
And lead to Thee yictorions. 



All this Thy band bestoweth, 
Thou Life 1 whence our life flowetliy 
Thus Thou Thy people meetest 
With New Year's blessing greetest. 



Oood Friday, 49 



A LAMB BIAB8 ALL THB OinXff AWAT. 

Isa. liU. 4—7 ; John L 29. 

A LAMB bears all its guilt away 
-^ The World thua to deliver. 
All sins of sinners patiently 

It bears and marmnrs nerer. 
It goes, and weak and sick is made 
An off'ring on the altar laid. 

All pleasure it forsaketb, 
Submits to shame, and scom, and wraih, 
To anguish, wounds, stripes, cross, and death, 

This cnp witb gladness taketh. 



This Lamb, He is the soul's great Friend 

And everlasting Saviour, 
God chooseth Hirn sin's reign to end 

And bring ns to His favour. 

B 



$0 



Oood Friday. 



" Go forth, my Son I redeem to Thee 
The children who're exposed by me 

To punishment änd anger. 
The punishment is great^ and dread 
The wrath, but Thou Thy blood shalt shed, 

And free them thus from danger." 



" ni go where, Father ! thou dost send, 

Bear what on me thou layest, 
My will doth on Thy word depend, 

My work is what Thou sayest." 
mighty love ! wondrous love 1 
Thou canst do all our thoughts above, 

Make God His Son deliver I 
love ! love I Thy pow'r how great ! 
Thou did'st Him e'en to death prostrate 

Whose glance the locks can shiver. 



Thou martyt'st Him upon the tree, 
With spear and nails destroying 

Thou slay'st Him, lamblike, ruthlessly, 
Till heart and veins are flowing, 



Qood Friday, 51 



The heart with many a long-drawn sigh, 
And tili Hifl veins are oopioosly 

Thelr noble life-blood yielding. 
Sweet Lamb I what ahall I do for Thee 
For all the good Thou doest me, 

Thua saving me and ahielding ? 



All my life long TU cleare to Thee 
And shall forget Thee never, 

As always Thon embiacest me 
I väl embiace^Thee eyer. 

My heart's Light Thou ahalt ever be, 

And when my heart shall break in me 
Thy heart shall fiiil me never* 

Thou, my Glory, I to Thee 
Myself aa Thine own pioperty 

Herewith reeögn for erer I 

1 ever shall both night and day 
Thy loveliness be ainging. 

An ofFering of joy shall aye 
Myself to Thee be bringing. 

s 2 



5» 



Oood Friday. 



My stream of life shall still to Theo, 
And to Thy name, outpourM b^ 

In gratitude enduring. 
Of eveiy good Thou doest me, 
My 8oul shall mindf ul strive to he. 

In memory secoring I 



Shrineof my heart! now open'd be, 

To theo shall now be given 
Fair treasures that far greater be 

Than earth, and sea, and heaven. 
Away! gold of Arabia, 
Myrrh, calamus, and cassia, 

Far better I disoover I 
My prioeless treasure is, Thou . 
My Jesus ! what so freely now 

IVom Thy wounds floweth overl 



Good^use of this behoves it me 
At all times to be making, 

My shield in oonfiict shaU it be, 
My joy when heart is breaking. 



€hod Friday. 53 



In happiness my song of joy; 

When all things eise xny taste do doy, 

This manna then shall feed me. 
In thirst my well-spring shall it be, 
In solitnde converse with me, 

And out and in shall lead me I 



What can death's poison do to me ? 

Thy blood to me life giveth, 
And when the sun bums feryently, 

With grateful shade relieveth ; 
And when with sorrow sore oppress'd 
I ever find in it my rest, 

As sick men on their piUows. 
My anchor art Thou, when my skies 
Are clouded o'er, and tempests rise, 

My bark 'whelm in the billows. 

And when at last heav'n's gate I see, 
And taste the kingdom's pleasuro, . 

This blood shall then my purple be, 
ni clothe me in this treasure ; 



54 Oood Friday. 



It shall be then my glorious crown, 
In wliich ril stand before the throne 

Of God, with none to blame me ; 
And as a bride in &ir array, . 
m stand beside my Lord that day, 

Who woo'd, and then will claim me. 



s 



SBt, WOBXDI XHT UFB AWAnJTO. 

EE, World ! thy Life assaiM ; 
On the accurs'd tree nail^ 

Thy Sayiour sinks in death ! 
The mighty Prince from Heaven 
Himself hath freely given 

To shame, and blows, and croel wrath I 

Come hither now and ponder, 
Twill fiU thy soul with wonder, 

Blood streams &om every pore. 
Throngh grief whose depth none knoweth, 
From Eis gieat heart there fioweth 

Sigh afber sigh of angnish o'er 1 



Ocod Friday. 55 



Who is it that afiOicts Thee? 
My Saviour, what dejects Thee, 

And canseth all Thy woe ? 
Sin Thou committed'st never, 
As we and our seed ever, 
* Of deeds of evü nought dost know. 

I many times transgressiDg, 
In number far surpassing 

The sand upon the ooast, 
I thns the canse have given, 
That Thou with grief art riven, 

And the afflicted martyr host 

IVe done it, and deliver 
Me hand and foot for ever 

Thou justly might'at to hell. 
The mock'ry to Thee offer'd, 
The ßconrging Thou hast suffer'd, 

My floul it was deseiyd it well. 

The load Thou takest on Thee, 
That piess'd so sorely on me. 



56 QcodFridag. 



Than stone more heavily. 
A corse, Lord, Thou becamest, 
Thüs blessings for me claimest, 

Thy pain rnnst all mj comfort be. 

Not deaih itself Thou fearest, 
As surety ThoQ oppearest 

For all my debts and me. 
For me Thy brow is crown^ 
With tboma^ and Thou'rt disown^ 

By men, and bear^st all patiently. 

Into death's jaws Thoa springest, 
Deliv'rance to me bringest 

From such a monster dire. 
My death away Thou takest, 
Thy grave its grave Thou makest ; 

Of love, unexampled fire ! 

I'm bound, my Saviour, ever, 
By ties most sacred never 

Thy Service to forsake ; 
With soul and body ever, 
With all my pow'rs t' endeavour, 

In praise and Service joy to take. 



OoodFriday. 57 



Not much can I be giving 
In this pcx)r life Fm living, 

But one thing do I say : 
Thy death and sorrows eyer, 
Till 8oul from body sever, 

My heait remember sball for aye. 

Before mine eyes 111 place thenii 
And joyfully embrace them, 

Wherever I may be, 
Theyll be a glass revealing 
Pure innocence, and sealing 

' Lore and nnfeign'd sinoerity. 

Of sin how great the danger, 
How it excites Gk>d'8 anger, 

How doth His vengeance bom 
How gtemly He chastiseth, 
How His wrath's fiood arisethy 

Shall I from all Thy anfTrings learo. 

From tiiem shall I be learning, 
How I may be adoming, 



58 QoodFridag. 



Mj heart with quietoess, 
And how I stfll shoold lore them 
"WhoBe mftlice aje doth move them 

To grieye me hy their wickedness. 

When toDgues of bad meii grieve me, 
Of peaoe and name deprive me, 

My restive heart 111 still ; 
Their evll deedB enduring, 
Of pardon free assnring 

M7 neighbonr for bis ey'17 iU 

ril on the oross unite me 

To Thee, what doth delight me 

m there renounce for aye. 
Whate*er Thy Spirif s grieving, 
There TU for aye be leaving, 

As muoh 88 in my strength dcih lay. 

Thy groaning and Thy sighing, 
Thy thonaand tean and erying, 

That onoe ivere heaid firam Thee^ 
Thay^U lead me to Thy gloiy, 
Where Ishall joy Mbm Thee^ 

And «Ttnnon al Mit ^lall ha ! 



Oood JWdqr. 



59 







HI bleeding head, and wounded« 
And füll of pain and soom. 
In mockery snrrounded 

With crael crown of thom I 
Head I before adonM 

With graoe and majesty, 
Insnlted now and aoomM, 

AllhaüIbidtoTheei 



They spit npon and jeer Theo, 

Thou noble oountenance I 
Though mighty worlds shall fear Thee, 

And flee before Thy glance. 
How hath Thy oolour faded, 

The light too of Thine eye! 
Say who to pale hath made it ? 

None shone so brilliantly. 

Now from Thy cheeks is yanish'd 

Their oolonr once bo fiür ; 
From Thy red Ups is banish'd 

The splendonr that was there. 



6o OoodFriday. 



Death's might hath all things taken, 
Hath robb'd Thee ruthlessly ; 

Thy frame, of strength forsaken, 
Doth henoe in weakness lie. 



Lord I it was my bürden 
That brougbt this woe on Tbee, 

1 eam'd it — for my pardon 
It has been bome by Thee. 

A child of wrath, look on me, 
Tum not away Thy &ce ; 

Saviour I deign to own me, 
And smile on me in graoe. 



My Ghiardian, now oonfess me, 

My Shepberd, me receive ! 
Thou evermore dost bless me, 

All good things dost Tbou give. 
Thy month hath often given 

Me milk and sweetest food. 
And mony a taste of Heaven 

Thy Spirit hath bestow'd. 



Oood Friday, 6l 



Oh I do not, Lord, deride me^ 

I will not hence depart, 
Here will I stand besdde Thee, 

When breaks Thine angoish^d heart ; 
When on Thy breast is sinking 

In death's last fatal grasp 
Thy head, e'en then nnshrinking 

Thee in mine arms 111 clasp. 



Ifonght ever so much blosses, 

So much rejoioes me, 
As when in Thy distresses 

I share a part with Thee. 
My Life, ah ! were it ever 

Youchsaf 'd me on Thy cross 
My sonl up to deliver, • 

How blessM were my loss I 



Thanks from my heart I offer 
Thee, Jesus, dearest Friend, 

For all that Thou didst sufer, 
My good didst Thou intend. 



62 



OoodFridaif^ 



Ah ! grant that I may ever 
To Thy truth feithful be, 

And in the last death-shiver 
May I be found in Thee. 

When hence I mu8t betake me. 

And deatb at last must meet^ 
Lord, do not then forsake me, 

Thy child with welcome greet 
When terror has bereft me, 

Of heart and hope, again, 
Lord ! from my woe uplift me, 

In virtue of Thy pain; 



Be Thon my consolation 

When death o'ertaketh me ; 
May Thy death-tribulation 

Before mine eyes then be ! 
ni on Thee, fondly gazing, 

Fix my believing eyes. 
White finnly Thee embracing,- 

He dies well who so dies. 



Ooodlüdaf. 



63 



■S MTXV WOBDB aFOKSV BT THB LOSD JISDI OV ZBB OBOSk 

MY heart I the seven words hear now 
That Jesus Christ baüi spoken, 
When on the crofis His heart through woe 
And mturder dire was broken ; 
Ope now the shrine, - 
And lock them in, 
Aa gifts all price excelling. 
In bitter grief, 
They'U give relief, 
'Neath crosses joy instilÜDg. 



His first and chiefest care He made 

Who hated Hirn to cover : 
God for the wicked men He pray'd, 
That He'd their sin lock over. 

" Forgive, forgive," 

He Said in love, 
" Them every one, Fatherl 

Not one doth see 

What doeth he, 
In ignorance 'tis rather I " 



OoodFriday, 



How fair it is, let all leam heie, 

To love their foes who grieve them. 
And all their faalts with bearts sinoere 
Aye freely to forgive them. 

He also shovirSy 

How graoe o'erflows 
His heart, how kind His mood is, 

That e'en his foe, 

Who'd work Hirn woe, 
Doth in Hirn find what good is I 



Then to His mother doth He speak, 

Who stood near him He loveth. 
And as He can, though voioe be weak,* 
With words of oomfort sootheth : 

" Woman ! there se» 

Thy 80D, for me 
Thou shalt by him be guardecL 

Disciple! see, 

Let her by thee 
As mother be regarded." 



Oood Friday, 65 



faithful heart I thou car'st for all 
Thine own who truly love Thee, 
When they in tribalation ML 

Thon seest, the sight doth move Thee ; 
A friend in need, 
In Word and deed, 
Thou at their side appearest, 
Dost by Thy grace 
Find them a place, 
Them to good souls endearest. 



The thiid thing that Thy Ups have said 

Thoa spak'st to him beside Thee, 
When, "Think npon me then," he pray'd, 
" When 4od Himself shall gtdde Thee 

Up to Thy throne, 

Thy h&id shall crown 
As Lord of earth and heaven :" 

•« To walk with Me 

To-day shall thee 
In Paradise be giyen." 

F 



66 Oood Friday. 



blessfed Word ! voice of joy I . 
Can aught affright us ? — never! 
Let death who seeketh to destroy, 
Now disappear for ever ! 

Though he rage sore, 

What can he more 
Than soul and body sever ? 

And meanwhile I 

Mount up on high, 
In joy to dwell for ever. 



Christ'fl Word gives deepest peace and joy, 

The robber's trouble stilleth ; 
Bat He cries from the agony 
His holy breast that fiUeth, 

« Eli, my God, 

What heavy load 
Am I, Thy Son, now bearing.? 

I call, and Thou 

Art silent now, 
Though I sink, seem'ßt not caring." 



Oood Friday, 67 



This lesson leam, thon child of faitb, 

When God His count'nanoe veileth, 
Lest thou be cast down in tlie path 
When tronble thee assaileth : 

Firm to Hirn cleave, 

Though He may leave, 
Hell oomfort soon, and cheer thee ; 

True do thou be, 

Gry mightily, 
Until He tum and hear thee. 



The Lo]4 His voioe now clear doth raise 

Thiqugh thirst that paineth sorely ; 
"I thirst," the Spring etemal says, 
The Lord of life and glory. 
What meaneth He ? 
He showeth thee 
How He thy load sinks under, 
That thou did'st pile 
For Hirn, the while 
In sin's ways thou did'st wander. 

F 2 
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Oi)od Friday. 



Thereby He also telleth thee 

How much He longa that ever 
Eis croBS in each may fruitful be» 
Fall of its end may never. 

Mark this all ye, 

Now carefully, 
Who're in soul tribulation : 

Th' etemal Sun 

Beliisetli none 
The BouFs j)art and salvation. 



Apd as the gloomy night of death 

üpon the Lord descended, 
*"Tis finish'd," He with dying breath 
Said, ** now my work is ended ; 
What was foretold 
In days of old, 
By seers who went before me, 
Doth now betlde ; 
Fm crucified. 
And men now triuznph o'er me." 



€hod Friday, 69 



" TiB finiah'd I "— why then toilest thou ? 

In vmh thy labotir ever I 
As if aught hiunan strength can do, 
Oould e'er from guilt deliver I 
Tisdonel beware, 
And never dare 
To add anght to it eyer ; 
Do thon believe, 
In fjEdth aye cleave 
To Hirn, forsake Hirn never. 



His voioe at lengtb the Lord doth raLse^ 

High over all 'tis swelling . 
*' My spirit, Father I to the place 
Take where Thon'rt ever dwelling» 

My sonl receive, 

That now doth leave 
This body sorely riven/* 

And at the word, 

To the great Lord 
Belease from pain \7as given. 



70 Qood Friday, 



Oh I would to Gbd, that I might end 

My life as His was ended, 
My spirit unto Gkxl commend 
As His was then oommended. 
Christ, my LordI 
May Tby last word 
The last be by me spoken ; 
So happily 
ril go to Thee, 
When life's last thread is brokeiL 




UF ! üP ! mr HXABT wuh oladnisb. 

TTP ! up I my heart with gladness, 
^ See what to-day is done ! 
How after gloom and sadness 
Gomes fortli the glorious Sun I 
My Saviour there was laid 
Where our bed must be made, 
When to tlie realms of light 
Our spirit wings its flight. 

They in the grave did sink Hirn, 
The foe held jubilee ; 

Befoie he can bethink him, 
Lo I Christ again is free. 
And victory He cries, 
And waving tow'rds the skies 
His banner, while the field 
Is by the Hero held ! 



üpon the grave is standing 
The Hero looking round ; 

The foe^ no more withstanding, 
His weapoDS on the ground 
Throws down, his hellish pow'r 
To Christ must he give o'er, 
And to the Yictor's bands 
Must yield his feet and hands. 



A sight it is to gladden 
And fill the heart with glee, 

No more affright or sadden 
Shall aught, or take from me 
My trust or fortitude, 
Or any precious good 
The Saviour bought for me 
In sov'reign love and free. 

Hell and its bands can never 
Hurt e'en a Single hair, 

Sin can I mock at ever, 
Safe ani I every where. 



The mighly pow'r of death 
Is my regaid beneath ; 
It is a pow'rless form, 
Howe'er it rage and stonn. 



The World my langhter ever 
Moves, thoTigh it rage amain, 

It rages, but can never 
Bo iU, its work is vain. 
No trouble troubles me, 
My heart from care is free, 
Misfortnne is my prize, 
The night my fair snnrise. 

I cleave, and cleave shall ever, 
To Christ, a member tme, 

Shall part from my Head never, 
Whate*er He passes throngh ; 
He treads the world beneath 
His feet, and conqners death 
And hell, and breaks sin's thiall ; 
Ihn with Him through it all. 



To lialls of heaViily splendour 
With Hirn I penetrate ; 

And tronble ne'er may hinder 
Nor make me hesitate. 
What will, may angry be, 
My Head accepteth.me, 
My Saviour is my Shield, 
By Hirn all rage is still'd. 



He to the gates me leadeth 
Of yon fair realms of light, 

Whereon the pilgrim readeth, 
In golden lettera bright : 
" Who's there despised with me, 
Here with me crown'd shall be ; 
Who there with me shall die, 
Here*s raised with me on high ! " 



BB JOTFDL ALL, BOIH VAS. AHD NSAB. 

BE joyful all, both üu and near, 
Who lost were and dejected : 
To-day the Lord of glory here, 
Whom God Himself elected 
As onr Bedeemer, wlio His blood 
Upon the cross shed for onr good, 
Hath from tlie grave arisen. 

How well suoceeded hath thy might, 

Thon foe of life so ruthless I 
To kill the Lord of life and light ; 

Thine arrow throngh Hirn scathless 
Hath pass'd, thon base injurions foe I 
Thon thonght'st when thon hadst laid Hirn low, 

He'd lie in dnst for ever. 

No, no ! on high His head is bome, 

His mighty pow*r asunder 
Thy gates hath bnrst, thy bands hath torn, 

Thyself hath trodden under 



Eis feet ; wbo doth in Hirn oonfide 
Thy pow'r and claims may now deride 
And say, •* Thy sting, where is it?" 

Thy pow'r is gone, 'tis broken quite, 

And it can hurt him never 
Who to this Prince with all his might 

With heart and soul cleaves ever, 
Who speaks with joy, " I live, and ye 
Shall also live for aye with me, 

For I this life have purchas'd. 

'' The reign and pow'r of death are o'er, 
He never need a£fright you ; 

I am his Lord, the Prinoe of pow'r. 
And this may well delight yon ; 

And as yonr risen Head I live : 

So ye, if ye on me believe, 
Shall be my members ever. 

** Of hell have I the overthrow 
Acoomplish'd, none now needeth 

To fear the pains of endless woe^ 
Who Me and My word heedeth ; 



He's freed from Satan's grievons yoke, 
\^ofle head I bmis'd, whofle might I broke, 
And he can never liarm him." 

Now prais'd be Qod, who vict'ry hath 

To US through Jesus given, 
Who peaoe for war, and life for death, 

With entrance into heayen, 
Hath purchas'd, who death, sin, and woe^ 
World, devil, what our overthrow 

Would seek, for aye hath vanquish'd. 



78 



Whitsuntide, 



O FATHKR! send J!E[J sfirit dowv. 

OFATHER ! send Thy Spirit down, 
Whom we are bidden by Thy Son 
To seek, from Thy high heaven ; 
We ask as He taught us to pray, 
And let ns ne*er unheard away 
From 'fore Thy throne be driven. 

No mortal man upon the earth 
Is of this gift so noble worth, 

No merit weVe to gain it ; 
Here only graoe availeth anght^ 
Tbat Jesus Christ for us hath bought, 

His tears and death obtain it 



Father I much it grieves Thy mind 
üs in such woful plight to find, 

As Adam's fall hath brought us ; 
The evil spirit's pow'r, this fall 
Hath brought on him^ and on us all, 

But Christ to save hath sought us. 



Whitsuntide. 79 



To OUT salvation, Lord, we cleave, 
That WC are Thine in Christ believe, 

From Hirn nought shall ns sever ; 
And tluFongh His death and precioos blood, 
Our mansions fair, and higbest good, 

We look for, doubting never. 

This is a work of grace indeed, 
The Holy Spirit's strength we need, 

Our pow'r is unavailing ; 
Onr faith and onr sincerity 
Wonld soon, Lord I in asbes lie, 

Were not Tby belp unfailing. 

Of faitb Tby Spirit keeps the ligbt, 
Tbough all the world against us figbt, 

And Btorm with every weapon. 
Althongh the prince of this world too, 
May take the field to lay ns low, 

No iU througb bim can happen. 

The Spirit's is the winning side. 
And where He helps, the battle's tide 



8o Whiimudide. 



Assuredly abateth. 
What's Satan's might and majesty ? 
It falleth when Eis Standard high 

The Spirit elevateth. 

The chains of hell He rends in twain, 
CJonsoles and frees the heart agaii^ 

From everything that grieveth ; 
And when misfortnnes o'er us low^ 
He shields us better in their honr, 

Than ever heart conceiveth. 

The bitter cross He maketh sweet. 
In gloom His light onr eyes doth greet, 

Gare of His sheep He taketh, 
Holds over us the shield, and when 
Night &lls npon His flock, He then 

To rest in peace us maketh. 

The Spirit God gives from above 
Directeth all who truly love 

In wajrs of safety ever ; 
He guides onr goings every day, 
From paths of bliss to tum away 

Cur feet permits us never. 
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He maketh fit, and fiimishes 
With needed gifts for Service those 

Who here Grod's liouse are rearing, 
Adoms their minds and mouths and hearts, 
And light to them for us imparts, 

What's dark to us thus Clearing. 

Onr hearts He opens secretly 
When they His word so faithfully 

As predons seed are sowing ; 
He giveth pow'r to it> where'er 
It takes root, tending it with care, 

And waters it when growing. 

He teacheth ns the fear of God, 
Loves pnrity, makes His abode 

The soul that sin refnseth ; 
Who contrite are, virtue revere, 
Bepent, and tum to Him in fear 

And love, He ever chooseth. 

He*8 tme, and true doth aye abide, 
In death's dark hour He's at our side, 

o 
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WHenW from tus teoedeth ; 
He sootheth our last agony, 
Us to the haLls of bliss on high 

In joy and irust He leadeth. 

Oh ! happy are the souls and bless'd, 
Who while on earth permit this Guest 

To make in them His dwelling ; 
Who now receive Hirn joyfully, 
He'll take up to Otodüs house on lugh, 

Their souIb with rapture filling. 

Now, Father, who all good dost gire, 
Our pray'r hear, may we all receive 

From Thee this prioeless blesang ; 
Thy Spirit give, that here He may 
Bule ns, and there in endless day 

Our bouIb he aye lefreshing. 
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OOWBOLATIOar lOB FEHtrEHCÖB. 

LET not such a thongbt e'er pain thee, 
As that thou art cast away, * 
But within God's word restrain thee, 
That far otherwise doth say. 
E'en thoogh thou unrighteotis art, 
Tme and faithfal is God's heart. 
Hast thou death deseiVd for ever ? 
God's appeas'd, despond thou never I 

Thou art, as is every other, 

Tainted by the poison, sin, 
That the serpent, and our father, 

Adam, by the fall brought in. 

But if thou God's voice dost hear, 

" Tum to me, do good," ne'er fear, 
Be of good cheer. He thy yeaming 
Will regard, thy pray*r ne'ex spuming. 

G 2 
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He.is not a bear nor lion 
Thirsting only for thy blood, 

Faithful is thy God in Zion, 
Gentle ever is His mood. 
God aye as a Father feels, 
He's afflicted by our ills, 

Our misfortune sorrow gives Hirn, 

And our dying ever grieves Hirn. 



« Truly," saith He, " as Tm living, 

I the death of none desire, 
But that men themselves upgiving, 

May be rescu'd from sin's mire." 

When a prodigal returus, 

Gt)d'B heart then with rapture bijins, 
Wills that not the least one even 
Ever fiom Eis flock be driven. 



Shepherd was so faithful never, 
Seeking sheep that go astray; 

Couldest thou God's heart see ever, 
How He cares for them alway, 
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How it thiiBts and sighs and bnin^ 
After him who from Hirn tums, 
From Bis people*8 midst doth wander» 
Love wonld make thee weep and ponder. 



(Jod the good not only loveth 
Who in His house ever dwell, 

Bnt His heart compassion moveth 
Tow'rds thofle whom the prince of hell 
Hath enslaVd, the cruel foe 
Who men's hearts with hate to glow 

Makes 'gainst Him, who when He ever 

Hoves His foot, can make earth quiver. 



Deep His love is and enduring, 

His ilesire is ever great^ 
He is calling and alluring 

üs to enter heav'n's wide gate. 

When they come, whoe'er they be, 

Seeking now that liberty 
From the devil's fangs be given, 
Glad are all the hosts of heaven. 
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God and all on high whG^e dwelling, 

Tore whom heav*!! must hnsh its voioe, 
When their Maker's praise forth-teUisg, 

0*er our penitence rejoice ; 

Bat what has been done amiss 

Cover*d now and buried is, 
All oflfenoe to Him weVe given. 
All, yea all, is now forgiven. 



From no lake so much is gashing, 
No depth is so deep at all, 

With sach force no stream is rashing, 
All oompar'd with God is small; 
Noaght is like His grace so great, 
That remits our mighty debt, 

That He ever throweth over 

All oar liyes e'en as a oover. 



Sonl, why art thpa sad and dreary ? 

Best now and contented be ! 
Why wilt thou thyself so weaiy 

When there is no need for thee? 
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Though thy sins appear to theo 
Like a vast and shoieless sea, 
If thou with God's heart oompere them, 
Twill a trifle seem to bear them. 

Ckmld we myriad worlds disoover 
All sunk in apostacy, 

Had the sins there o'er and over 
Every one been done by theo. 
Oh 1 still they were less by fer 
Than the light of grace so clear 

Gonld on earth extingaish ever^ 

Grod from greater could deliver. 

Of snch wondrons loye and favoar 

Open ^de the door to me ; 
Ey'rywhere and aye, my Saviour, 

Tasted be Thy graoe by me. 

Love me, Lord I and let me be 

Nearer ever drawn to Thee, 
That I may embraoe and love Thee, 
Never more to anger move Thee I 
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FOB THEB, LOBD, FANTS HT tXeSQJSQ HBABT.-^FBAIM XXV. 

FOB Thee, Lord, pants my longing heart, 
My hope and oonfidence Thou art ; 
My hope can never shaken be, 
Nor e'er be put to shame by Thee. 

Whoe'er he be that scoms Thy name, 
And tums from Thee, shall come to shame ; 
But he who ever lives to Thee, 
And loves Thee, shall nntroubled be. 

Accept my soul, O Lord 1 by grace, 
And keep me right in all my ways, 
And let Thy truth illumine me 
Along the path that leads to Thee. 

Thon art my only light below, 

No other helper here I know ; 

I wait on Thee both night and day, 

Why dost Thon, then, Lord, delay? 
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Ah, Loid I now tarn Thine eyes away 
From paths where I have gone astray ; 
Of my ill ways what tbinkest Thou, 
That Fve purened from youth tili now ? 

Bemember, Thou my Guardian LordI 
Thy loving-kindness and sweet word, 
Whereby Thon gi^st them comfort sweet 
Who lay themgelves low at Thy feet, 

Wbo prove themselves, and sin oonfess, 
The Lord in mercy rieh will bless ; 
Who keep His testimonies all, 
The Lord will hold them when they fall. 

The heart that with the Lord is right 
Li grief Hell gladden with His light, 
When sunk in need, weigh'd down by loss, 
Shall trinmph e'en beneath the cross. 

Ah i Lord, fall well thon knowest me, 
My spirit lives and moves in Thee ; 
Thon seest how my bleeding heart 
Longs for the help Thon canst impart. 
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The griefis that novr my heart oppress, 
The griefs my heavy sighs express 
Are great and sore, hui Thou art He 
To whom nought e'er too great can be. 

To Thee I therefore raise mine eyes, 
To Thee mine ardent longings rise — 
Ah ! let Thine eye now rest on me 
As Thou wafit wout, Lord» giacionaly.. 

And when I need snpporting graoe^ 
Tum not away from me Thy face ; 
May what Thou deignest to impart 
Of my desires be oounterpart. 

The World is false, it act6 a part, 
Thou art my Friend, sinceie in heart ; 
Man's smile is only on his mouth, 
Thou lovest us in deed and truth. 

Foil Thou the foe, his nets all tear, 
And baffle every wile and snaie ; 
When all with me once more is well, 
May gratitude my bosom swell. 
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Still may I in Thy fear abide, 
And go right on nor tnm aside ; 
Give Single aim that bonours Thee, 
Smarts rather than a binden be. 

Bnle, Lord, and bring me nnto Thee, 
And other saints along with me ; 
Bemove whate'er of 111 dost find, 
ReneWand cleanse each heart and mind. 

Wash Thou away each sinfiil stain, 
Deliver from all grief and pain. 
And lead us soon by heav'nly graoe 
To reahns of endless joy and peaoe. 



aonsQ ov bepemtancb fbooe fsalm ozuxl 

LORD, lend a gracious ear 
To my desire sincere, 
From heart all free from guile, 
And glad me with Thy smile, 
Accept my petition. 

Not wealth is my request, 
That on the earth doth rest, 
Tliat shall at length decay, 
With earth must pass away, 
And can never save us. 

The treasure I desire 
Is Thine own grace, Sire ! ' 
The giaoe that Thy dear Son, 
Of saving grace the throne, 
By His death hath purchas*d. 

Thon pure aud righteous art, 
Unholy is my heart, 
All dead in sin I live, 
But sin dost Thou forgive, 
Who art Gfod most faithfuL 
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And be Thy faithfiilness 
My trust and happiness ; 
Tum froTOt my ein Thy fauoe^ 
* With overflowing graoe 
My guiltiness oover. 

Consider what we be — 
A moment, where are we ? 
As brittle as frail glass» 
As fading as the grass, 
By a breath we're swept off. 

If Thou wilt only view 
The evil that we do, 
So great onr load of sin, 
None e'er could stand within 
Heayen*s gate most holy. 

HoY^ Jesus Christ for me 
Himself hath giv'n, see ! 
What I to do have fail'd 
His power hath ayail'd, 
His doing and dying. 




Thou loy*8t lemorse and smart. 
Behold, here is a heart 
That knowB aud feels its sin, 
And bnms like fire within 
With grief, pain, and sonow. 

Vm like a thirsty knd 
From which Thy gracioiis band 
Hath long withheld the rain, 
Until we seek in vain 
For stcength, fruit, or moisture. 

Like hart upon the heath, 
That cries with gasping breath 
For water fresh and dear, 
I call into Thine ear, 
Fount of living water 1 



My spirit, Lord, revive, 
Bich consolation give ; 
Speak, that my soul may rest 
üpon the friendly breast 
Of Thy love etemaL 
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Give me a trostfiil mood, 
That when the mighty flood 
Of gin o'erwhelmeth me, 
My grief absorVd may be 
lu Thy mercy's ooeaiu 

Drive off tbe wicked foe 
That seeks my overthrow ; 
Thou art my Shepherd, I 
Will be etemaUy 
A sheep of Tby pasture. 

As long as I shall dwell 
On earth, to do Thy will 
I give myself to Thee» 
And evermore shall be 
Thine own flEiithful servant. 

Though feeble, I shall be 
Still gratefui unto Thee, 
For in Thy might alone, 
That worketh in Thine own, 
All my power standeth. 
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Then send Thy Spirit dowiij 
Who points out to Thine own 
The way that pleaseth Thee ; 
They never mov'd ahall be, 
Who keep Hirn indwelling. 

Thou shalt go on before, 
Shalt open me the door 
That leads to wisdom's way, 
111 follow every day, 
Copying Thee ever 

And when at length 'tis giv^n 
To tread the courts of heay'n, 
With angel hosts to Thee 
ril sing etemally 
To Thy praiae and glory. 
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^taset anti t|e iSfittjsttan %iU. 



FOB WI8D0M . 







QOD I from Thee doth wißdom flow, 
All I can do Thou well dost know ; 
If Thine awn graoe doth not snstain, 
Then all my labour is in vain. 



As sbapen in iniqnity, 

No good by natare can I see ; 

My heart can neyer serve Thee right, 

In folly it ia sunken quite. 

Tea, Savionr I Fm too mean and small 
To treat Thy law and daims at all ; 
What for my neigbbonr's good may be, 
Is hid from and unknown to me, 

My life is very shoFt and weak, 
A thread^ a passing wind may break ; 
The splendour that the world doth prize 
Is vain and worthless in mine eyes. 

H 
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U earth witb all its gifts would doVr, 
And give me honour, ferne, and poVr, 
And did I not enjoy Thy light, 
Then were I nonght, 'twere deepest night 

What nse, thoagli mncli we've leam^ here, 
If firet we do not leam Thy fear, 
And ne'er to serve Thee right attain? 
It is mora loes to na than gain. 

The knowledge men themselves attain 
May easily mislead again ; 
And when onr art hath done ite best, 
On all sides obstacles arrest 

How many rnin now the soul 
Throngh craft, as did Ahithophel, 
And come, throngh ignorance of Theo, 
And throngh their wit, to miiery. 

God, my Father ! lend an ear, 
My snpplication deign to hear; 
Far from me may anch folly be ; 
A better mmd, Lord ! give to me. 
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Give me the Wiadom from above 
Thon giv'st to all who truly love, 
The wifldom that before Thy throne 
For eyer shineth in their crown. 

I love her lovely face bo bright, 
She is my joy and heart's delight, 
The fiurest is that holdeth me, 
Mine eyes she pleaseth wondionsly. 

She'ö noble, and of raiest worth, 
Piom Thee, Most High! derives her birth; 
She's like the Monarch of the day, 
Rieh gifts and virtues her anay. 

Her woids are sweet and comfort well, 
When grief onr eyes with tears doth fiU; 
When 'neath affliction's rod we smart, 
'Tis she revives the diooping heart 

She's füll of gtace and majeaty, 
Preserves ns from mortality ; 
Who eamestly to get her strives, 
E'en when he's dying, still he lives. 

h2 
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She's the Greator^s connsellor. 
In deeds and words excels in pow^r ; 
Throngh her the blind world knows and i 
What God in heav'n above deciees. 



What mortal knows His Maker^s mind? 
Who is he that conld ever find 
The oounsel out Gkxi hath decreed, 
The way wheiein He'd have us tread ? 

The soul upon the earth doth live, 
Its heavy burdens sorely grieve, 
The &culties distracted be, 
From error here axe not set free. 

What Qtodi doth who can e'er explore, 
And say what He rejoioeth o'er? 
Unless Thou who dost ever live 
Dost Thine own wisdom to us give. 

Then send her from Thy heay'nly throne, 
And give her to Thine handmaid's flon ; 
Her bountifally, Lord ! impart 
To the poor dwelling of my heart, 
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Gommand her to abide with me. 
And my oompanion aye t^be ; 
Whene'er I labour, may she e'er 
Me help my heayy load to bear, 

May I be tanght by her wise band 
To know and rightly nnderstand 
That I to Thee alone may deave, 
According to Thy will may live. 

And give to me ability, 
To truth may I still open be, 
That Bour of sweet I never make, 
Nor darkness for the light may take. 

To Thy Word give desire and loye, 
And true to duty may I prove ; 
To pions souls join*d may I be, 
Take connsel with them constantly. 

And may I gladly every man, 
By deed and connsel when I oan, 
To gnide and snooour ready be, 
In truth and in sinoerity. 
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So that in ey'rything I do, 
In Thy love i may ever grow ; 
For who to wisdom doth not give 
Himselfy onloT'd by Theo must Ut». 



VOB 8DO0BBB AKI) B L M B IW O DT ALL CUHISIIAN WORKS AHB PUBPOBIS. 

rOod ! my works and all I do, 
Best only on Thy will, I know, 
Thy blessing prospers ever, 
When Thou dost guide, we persevere 
In light ways, erring never. 



It standeth not in human might 
That man's devices issue right, 

His way with gladness endeth : 
GM's counsel only prospen sure, 

'Tis He suocess who sendeth. 
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Man often thinks in haughty mood 
That tbiB or that is for hjs good, 

Yet widely he mifitaketh ; 
He often thinketh that is ill 

Whereof the Lord ohoice nudceth. 

Bat wiae men e'en who jqyfully 
Begin a good work, frequently 

Reach no good terminatioo ; 
They build a oaatle finn and stning, 

Bat Band is the fonndation. 

How many in tfaeir faocy atray 
High over moantain peaks away, 

Ere they bethink them ^eyer; 
Down to Üie groand they &11« and VBm 

Has been their atrong endeavoar. 

Dear Fatherl therefore, who the crown 
And soeptre bear'st on Heav'n's throne, 

Who fram the cloods dost Hghten, 
Begaid jny words, and hear my cry, 

Fram Thy seat my aoal bdghten ! 
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Vouchsafe to me the noble light 
That from Thy countenanoe so briglit 

On pioua souls aye breaketh. 
And where the poVr of wisdom true 

Throngh Thine own poVr awaketh. 

Giye nnderstanding from on high, 
That I hencetbrward may rely 

Upon mine own will never, 
Be Thou my counsel, that I may 

Fulfil the good, Lord! oyot. 

Frove all things well, whate'er is good 
Giye to me, but what fiesh and blood 

Doth choose, withhold it ever. 
The highest good, the fairest part, 

Thy glory is and favour. 

Sun of my sonl ! my chief delight I 
Whate'er is pleasing in Thy sight, 

Oh I may I choose and do it; 
And what's displeasing unto Theo, 

May I, Lord! eschew it 
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Is it from Thee? my work theii bless; 
Is it of man ? wiüihold suooess, 

And change what I'm resc^ving. 
Dost Thou not work ? 'twill come to nonght^ 

In fiulnre soon'involying. 

Bat ahonld Thine and our enemy 
B^in to rage levengefdlly 

Against the good Thoa'rt meaning, 
My oomfort is, Thoa canst ayert 

Eis wiathy me eyer Screening. 

Draw near, and let it easy be, 
Wbat seems impoesible to me, 

A happy is8ue giye it ; 
What Thoa Thy/aelf didst nndertake» 

Thy wifldom did oonoeiye it 

Thongh hard at first the work nuiy be, 
And I may throogh the deepest aea 

Of bitter grief be passing, 
Oh ! may I only driyen be 

To si^ and pray*» nxioeasing. 
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Whoever prays and trosteth Thee, ' 
With valiant heart shall victor be 

O'er all that frightens ey^T, 
In thonsand pieces speedilj 

Ghrief 8 heavy stone ahall ahiFer. 

The way to good is almost wild» 
With thoms and hedges is it fill'd ; 

Along this way who goeth» 
He by Üie Spirit's gnoe at last 

What heav'nly joy is knoweth. 

I am Thy child, xny Father Thaa! 
Thou hast abundance to bestow« 

Nonght can I find within me; 
Help, that I may maintain my gnrand« 

As yictor home» Loid ! bnng xne. 



Thine be the glory and Ihe pe^r I 
Thy mighty works rU more and znote 

From heart with rapture swelling» 
Befoie Thy folk and all the world. 

All my life long be teUing. 
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TWOFOU», VAXHIB I J» KT nUTBB.— nOV. ZZX. t-«. 

rOFOLD, Father 1 is my pmy'r, 
Twofold the derire I there 
Lay before Thee, wlio dost give 
What's good for us to reoeiye ; 
Grant the pia/r that Thoa dosfc Inow, 
Ere my soul to Thee must go 
Fiom the lx)dy'8 bands below. 

Grant that far fix)m me may be 
Lying and idolaby ; 
Poverty immoderate 
Give me not, nor riches great; 
Too great wealth or poverty 
Is not good, for either may 
^eath the deyil's pow'r us lay. 

Give to me, my Saviour ! give 
Modest portion while I live ; 
Evermore supply my need, 
Giving me my daily bread ; 
Little, with contented mood, 
And a oonscienpe pure and good, 
Ib the best can be bestow'd. 
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If my cup shoTÜd oyerflow, 
Proud in spirit I might grow, 
Theo deny with soomful word, 
Aflking who is God and Lord ? 
For the lieart witii pride doth swell, 
Often knows not when 'tis well, 
fiow itself enough t' eztoL 

Should I bare and naked be, 
Sank in too deep poverty, 
Faithless, I might wickedly 
Steal my neighbour's property ; 
Force might use and artifice, 
PoUow lawless practices, 
!Never ask what Christian is. 



God ! my Treasure and my Light, 
Neither course for me were right, 
Eüther wonld dishonour Thee, 
Sink me into hell's dark sea ; 
Therefore, give, Lord ! gradously, 
What Thy heart designs for me, 
Hoderate my portion be I 
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SBACR^ TBATU lOB ▲ HAPFT AXB TEMmAX* UR. 

CREATOR, Father, Prince of might ! 
Who life to me art giying, 
Unleas Thou gmd'st my life aright 

In yain here am I living. 
For while l*in ÜTing, I am dead, 

To sin devote e ver ; 
Whose life in mire of sin is led, 
The true life he hath never 
Beheld one moment even. 

Then tum on Thy poor child Thy &co, 

In darkness do not leave me; 
That I may shun sin and disgiaoe, 

Gkxxl counsel ever give me ! 
To keep my Ups a guard, Lord, send, 

May no word ever leave them 
That e'er Thy people oonld offend 

Let nought I say e'er grieve them, 

Nor ever Thee dishonourl 
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Forbid, Fatherl that mine ear 

Upon this earth so evil, 
Agamst Thy name and pow*! should biear 

The wicked rage and cavil. 
Lei not the poison and the gall 

Of slanderers defile me ; 
If I such filth should touch at all 

It surely would b^uile me, 
' Might e'en quite overthrow me. 

Lord, keep mine eyes» control their glanoe, 

May fchey work evil never ; 
A l)old and shameless countenanoe 

Keep Thou &r from me ever I 
Wliat's honest, keeps due boundaries, 

What angels seek in heaven, 
What is well-^leasing in Thine eyes, 

For it by me be striven, 

All luxury disdaining. 



Oh 1 may I ne'er delighted be 

By rervelling and eating ; 
Be what Thon lov'st belov'd by me, 
Though others shun it, hating. 
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The losts wheiem tha fleah dotii roll, 

To hell will draw U8 ever ; 
The joys the world doth love, the soul 

And spirit will deliver 

To tonnent everlastiDg. 

Oh I happy he who eats heaVii-s bread, 

And heavUy water drinketh, 
Who tastes nought eise, nought eise doth heed, 

Nonght eise desires, and thinketh 
Of that alone which Btrength can bring, 

The life well live for ever 
With God, and with the hoste who sing 

His piaise, in joy that never 

Shall know an interroption. 
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VOB OOMBEABT CHBlSnAH ^nBODCBZPt 

JESUS! Thou, Boy dearest Brother, 
^ Who dost well to me intend, 
Thou mine Anchor, Mast, and Bndder, 

And my traest Bosom-Friend. 

To Thee, ere was earth or heaven, 

Had the race of man been given ; 

Thotr, e'en me, poor gnest of earth, 

Chosen hadst before my birth. 

Thou art free from gnile, Lord I ever 
Innocent of all that's hase ; 

Bat on this sad earth whenever 
I in meditation gaze, 

There I find deception liying ; 

Who excelleth in deceiving, 
Who tbe best dissemble can, 
He's the best and wisest man. 

HoUow and nnfaühful ever 
Ib the friendship of the earth ; 

Seemeth she a man to favour? 
Tis but for the gold he's worth ; 
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Are we proep'rous, do we flourish ? 
She will smile on as, and nourish ; 

Doth misfortuDe o'er uß low'r? 

She forsakes üb in that hour. 



Drive away from me, and shield me 

From sucli instability ; 
If I, Father, have defil'd me 

(For I also human be) 
With this mire, and did I ever 
Falsehood love, oh I now deliver. 

All my goilt I own to Thee, 

Patience give, and grace to me ! 



May I ne'er be overtaken 
By the evils Thou hast said 

Gome on those who've truth foisaken, 
And with wares deoeptive trade ; 

For Thon sayest Thou disownest, 

As abomination Bhunnest, 
Ev'ry hypocrite'B false mood, 
Who talks, bat doth not the good. 

I 



114 Prayer and the Ohristian Life. 



May my heart be oonstant ever, 
Faithful still to every friend ; 

When to grief Thou dost deliver 
Then), and 'neath the cross they bend, 

May I even then ne'er shnn them, 

But like unto Thee, Lord, own them, 
Who, when we were poor and bare, 
Tended'st ns with fondest care. 



After Thy will^ Saviour, give me 
One in whom I may confide, 

Who will faithful counsel give me 
When my heart is sorely tried ; 

To whom I may freely utter 

All I feel, with nought to fetter. 
In the measure I may need, 
'Till my heart from care is freed. 



Oh I let DaVid's bliss betide me, 

Give to me a Jonathan 
Who will come and stand beside me 

Like a rock, thongh every man 
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Prom my Company should sever, 
Who bis heart will give me erer, 

Wholl Btand firm in every hour, 
• When Bun sbines or tempests low'r. 



Out of all the men who're living, 
Clicx)se me a believing friend, 

Who to Thee is firmly cleaving, 
On Thine ann doth aye depend ; 

Who may by Thy wül relieve me, 

Help and comfort ever give me, 
Help, &om sympathizlng heart, 
Comfort, when I feel grief 8 smart 



When 'tis only the mouth loveth, 

Then the love is ill bestow'd ; 
Whose love but to good words moveth 

While he keeps a hatefiil moodj 
Whom self-interest rules ever, 
Who when honey falls, stays never, 

But escapeth speedily, — 

Ever far be such from me I 

I 2 
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In my weakness and my sinning, 
Move my friend to speak to me, 

By his words of kindness winning, 
Never as an enemy. 

Who reproYes in love and sadness 

Is like him, in days of gladness, 
Who ponrs balsam over me 
That by Joidan floweth free. 



Jliahes great were I possessmg, 
Prioeless were my property ; 

Jesns I did Thy band sncb blessing 
Gracioosly bestow on me, 

Were sucb friend, Lord I ever near me, 

By His constancy to cheer me ; 
Who doth bonour Tbee, and fear 
He batb gttch a treasure near. 



(Jood friends like to stavea are ever, 
Wbereon men lean as ihey go, 

Tbat tbe weak one can deliver, 
Wben be slides and lieib low : 
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Sad his case who such ne'er knbweth, 
Who through life all friendless goeth, 
Weary is his lonely way, 
When he falls, to help who stay ? 

Gracioufl Saviour 1 let it please Thee, 

Be my Friend in eveiy hoar, 
Be my Friend, tili death release me, 

Be my faithful StafF of pow'r ! 
When Thou to Thyself wilt bind me, 
Then a heart Thon soon wilt find me, 

By Thy Holy Spirit fir'd 

With good thoughta to me inspir'd. 



ros TBUFOBAI. AXD XTSBNAI. VBITABB. 

A GOD, my Fatherl thanks to Thee 
^ I bring with deep humility, 
That Thou Thine anger endest. 
And that Thy Son, 
Out Joy and Crown, 
Into the World Thou sendest. 
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He hath appear'd, His precious blood 
Hath pour^d forth in such a flood, 
That all our sins it washes. 
Who to Hirn cleaves, « 
He soon relieves 
Of bardens, and refreshes. 

I coQie, Lord ! as the best I may, 
Take me into the band, I pray, 
Of those who are forgiven, 
Who through this blood 
Are just and good, 
And shall be bless'd m heaven. 

Oh I let mine eye and band of faith 
This noble pledge keep without scath, 
Away from me ne'er casting; 
And let this llght 
Lead me aright, 
To the light everlasting. 



The xnansion of my soul prepare, 
Gast out whate'er is evil there, 
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And build in me Thy dwelling : 

Thy grace so free 

Heveal to me, 
My soul with Thy love filling. 

All things are mine when'I have Theo, 
Thoa Yoid of gifts canst never be ; 
A thousand ways Thou knowest 
On eartli to keep 
Thy feeble sheep ; 
Enough Thou ay^bestoweet. 

Giant that I in my Station here 
Thee in Thy word may ever fear, 
So guide what things conoem me, 
That found in me 
True faith may be, 
And may with tmth adom me. 

And give me a contented mind, 
For when with godliness combin'd, 
Great gain thenoe ever floweth. 
Then what' of good 
It pleaseth God 
To give, great peace bestoweth. 
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ft 

The Utile that by God's great graoe 
The righteous aa his portion has, 
To honour more commendethy 
Than all the gold 
The World doth hold, 
And with proud spirit spendeth. 

The faithful, Lord, to Thee are known, 
Thou art their Joy, and they Thine own, 
To shame thou putt'st them never ; 
Gomes scarcity, 
Their bread from Tbee 
They find in all lands ever. 

Grod loveth him who fears and cleaves 
To Him, sees that no mischance grieves, 
In his ways joyeth ever ; 
And if he slide, 
God doth abide, 
Doth bless him and deliver. 



God's eye is npon all who wait 

And hope in Him both soon and late^ 
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In all need to deliver, 

E'en in the hour 

When to devour 
Death threatens them for ever. 

Lord, Thoa canst only gracions be, 
Thou givest all to know and see 
Thy goodness and Thy favour, 
Who witli their mouth 
And heart in truth 
Own Theo their only Saviour. 

Make Heb* Thy care especially, 
Whom Thou as monarch hast rais'd high 
This land and nation over ; 
With rest and peace 
The land, Lord ! bless, 
The throne with blessings oover. 

Pieserve, Lord ! our dear native land 
In Thine embrace and mighty band ; 

* For obvioiu reasons the oiiglaal faas been sUg^btlj alttred. Tlw 
Qemun is, 

Insonderheit nimm wohl in acht 
Den Fürsten, &a 
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Protect US all together 

From error's voice, 

From enemies, 
From fire and plague deliver« 

All whom I love, keep eveiy day, 
Let all the hosts of hell away 
From youi^ and old be driven ! 
Here, may we be 
In time by Thee 
Preserv'd, and there in heaven 1 



FOB TH8 LOTS OF CHBIBI. 

JESUS CHRIST! my fairest Light, 
Who in Thy soul dost love ine, 
I ne'er can teil it, nor Its height 
Mete, 'tis so high above me, 
Grant that my heart may warm to Thee, 
With ardent love ne'er ceasing, 
Thee embraclng, 
And as Thy property, 
Cleave to Thee, ever gazing. 
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Grant that an idol in me may 
Bwell e'en a moment never, 
Graut me to make Thy love, I pray, 
My crown and prize for ever ! 
Gast all things out^ take all away, 
That Thee and me would sever. 
So that ever 
By Thy love, my ppw'rs may 
Be kindled, and cool never I 

How friendly, blessM, sweeti and fair 

Is Thy love, Jesns everl 
While thia remains, distress and care 
Can grieve my spirit never. 
Then let me only think of Thee, 
Be seeing, hearing, feeling, 
Loving, telling 
Of Thee, and Thy great love to me 
Oh 1 be Thou more revealing I 

Oh 1 that this greatest^ highest good, 
I might for aye be tasting 1 

Oh 1 that in me this noble blood 
Might glow to everlasting I 
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Help me to watch, Lord 1 day and night, 
This bless^d treasure shielding 
From unyielding 

Foes, who 'gainst us the might 
Of Satan*8 reahn are wielding ! 



My Saviour I Thou in love to me 
Hast down to death descended, 
And like a murd'rer on the tree 
And thlef hast been suspended, 
Spit on, despis'd and wounded sore, 
The wounds which Thee have riven, 
May it even 
To me at the heart's core 
With love to feel be given. 



The blood that hath been shed by Thee 

Is good and precious ever, 
My heart is wicked desp'rately, 

Haid as a millstone netfaer. 
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Ahl let the virtue of Thy blood 

My flinty heart be bending, 

Entranoe finding ; 

And may Thy love, life's fiood 
Throng^ all my veins be Bendmg. 



Oh 1 were my heart op'd to reoeive 

The blood-drops that were fallmg 
Fiom Thee, wrung by my sin that eve 
In agony appalling ! 
Oh 1 that the fomitdinB of mine eyes 
Weie op'd, and with mnch si^ung, 
And Bore crying, 
Ghiflh'd forth, as teara and sighs 
Of men in love who're dying. 



Oh! that I as a little child 

With weeping eyes might traoe Thee, 
E'en tili Thy heart with love was fiU'd 

And Thine arms did embrace me. 
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And until Thon Thy heart to me 
With sweet love flowing over, 
Should'st difloover, 

And we united be, 
Thy goodness for my oover« 



Ah I draw me, Savioor 1 after Thee, 

And so shall I be hasting, 
I run, and in my heart shall be 
• Thy love with raptnre tasting; 
The gracious words from Thee FU hear 
Sweet comfort shall give ever ; 
Me deliver 
From sin, and every fear, 
These shall o'ercome me never. 



My Comfort, Treasure, Health, and Light, 

My Life and Saviour tender ! 
Ah ! take me for Thy portion quite 

As I myself surrender I 
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There's nought bat pain apart from Thee, 

I nought but gall discover» 
Barth all over, 
Nought ever oomforts me, 

No balm can me reooyer^ 



But Thon the Best most blessed art, 

In Thee are joys etemaL 
Grant, Jesus! grant that my poor heart 
Feed in Thy pastures vemal ! 
Be Thou the flame that bums in me, 
My Balsam, ease that giveth, 
And relieyeth 
Pain that here constantly 
Makes me heave sighs, and grieveth. 



Ah I faiiest one, what üaileth me 
In Thy great love, of blessing ? 

It is my sun that lightens me, 
My well-spiing, me refreshingl 
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My sweetest wine, my heav'nly bread, 
My cov'ring when before Thee, 
And my glory, 

My shield in hour of need, 
My house that riseth o*er me ! 



Ah I dearest love, why was I bom, 

If Thou my sonl forsakest ? 
If Thou withdraw'st, Fm all forlom, 
All good from me Thou takest. 
may I seek Thee as my guest, 
With all my best endeavour 
Keep Thee ever ; 
And when I Thee arrest, 
Let Thee go from me never. 



Tve been belov'd by Thee for aye, 
To follow Thou did'st move me ; 

Before I good could e'er essay, 
E'en then did Thy heart love me : 
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Ah ! noble Bock! Thy love bebw 
May it for ever gaide me, 
And beside me 

Be it where'er I go, 
To aid whate'er betide me. 



And may Thy love adom my place, 
Where'ö: my lot Thou'rt casting ; 
•And if I wander from Thy ways, 
- To bring me back be hasting. 
And let me ever connsel wise, 
Good works from Thee be leaming, 
From sin tuming, 
And when from falls I rise, 
Oome back to Thee with yeaming ! 



And ever be my joy in woe, 

When weaky with Thy strength stay me ; 
And when my conrse is run below, 

I down to rest will lay me. 

K 
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Then may Thy love and truth with me, 

Christ ! abide for ever, 
Leave me never, 
Till I Thy glory see, 

Oh I may they wafb me thither ! 



IBM YOBt TtULLH OT DAYID. 

BLESS'D is he who never taketh 
Counsel of ungodly men ! 
Bless'd, the right who ne*er forsaketh, 
Nor in sinners' paths is seen, 
Who the scomers' friendship spums, 
Frem their seats away who tums, 
Who delight in GKxi's word taketh, 
This his meditation maketh. 

Bless'd is he who pleasure taketh 
In God's laws' most perfect way, 

It is his lov'd resort who maketh 
Where he lingers night and day ! 
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Oh! Eis blessing blooms and qrrows, 
As the palm where water flows, 
And abroad its branches spreadeth, 
And the waywom pilgrim shadeth. 

He will truly ever flourish 
Who God's Word delights to do, 

Air and earth alike will nourish 
Hirn, tili ripe his fruit shall grow. 
Thongh his leaf grow old, yet he 
Ever fresh and green shall be, 

6od success to his endeavour 

Giyeth, and it prospers ever. 

But he who in sin's ways goeth 
Is like chaff the wind before, 

When it riseth up and bloweth, 
And we find it here no more. 
Where the Lord His people guide, 
There the godless ne'er abide, 

God the faithfol loves and guideth, 

Qn the wicked' wrath abideth. 



k2 
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BLESS*D is he the Lord who loveth, 
At Eüs Word doth tremble aye 1 
Bles8*d whose heart him freely moveth 
God*s oommandmeats to obey. 
Who the Highest loves and fears, 
Findeth increase with the years 
Of all. that to him is given 
By the bounteous hand of Heaven. 

His dear childreB shall stand ever 
Like to roses in their blow 5 

Flowing with God's goodness over, 
On his generations go. 
What the body needs below 
God who rules all will bestow. 
He will bounteously relieve them, 
Flenty in their dwellings give them. 

The right deeds of the believer 
Nought can shake, they stand secuie; 

If a storm o'ertakes him ever, 
StiU doth God, his Light endtixe, 
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Gomforts, sMeldeth witli Hib powV, 
So that after darknefls' honr» 
After night of tears and sorrow, 
Joy and snnshine glad the morrow. 



God's oompassion, grace, and &yoüT 
For the ÜEuthfal still endnie. 

BlessM are the souls who ever 
Think upon the needy poor, 
Love them, seek to do them good ; 
For the ever-living God 
In His armä of graoe will hear them. 
And a home above prepare them. 



When the black clouds o'er them lighten. 
And the pealing thunders shook, 

They shall sit, and nought shall frighten, 
Like the dove hid in the rock ; 
They '11 remaiii etemally, 
And their memory shall be • 
Upon every side extending, 
A0 their branches trees are sending. 
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When misfortunes overtake them, 
Whereby sinnera low are laid, 

Fiim their couiage, nonght can shake them, 
And their hearts are undismay'd ; 
Undismay'd, from care are free, 
Hearts that unreservedly 
To the Lord their God are given, 
Love Hirn when forsaken even. 



Who delight take in relieving 
Sad ones, to the Lord are dear ; 

What the loving hands are giving, 
God will recompense e'en here. 
Who much giveth much will gain, 
He shall not desire in vain, 
What his heart desires and willeth, 
God in His good time fulfilletL 



But the foes who triumph'd o'er them, 
Vhey shall see depart beneath ; 

Satan who such malice bore them, 
Evermore shall gnash his teeth : 
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Sorely will it him displease 
When their blessedness he sees, 
Yet that he can rob them never, 
(bly waste himself for ever. 



THB 121n F8ALM Of DAVID. 

T OBDl to Thee alone I raise 
-^ Evermore mine eager eyes, 
üptam'd is my constant gaze 

To the hüls that pieroe the skies : 
To the hills whence flow to me 
Help and saving health from Thee 1 



All my süccour comes to me 
From my great Oreator'a hand, 

Who hath deck'd so beauteously 
Barth and sky, air, sea, and land; 

And with eVry good supplied, 

That oor needs be satisfied. 
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Lest tby feet, my sool t Bhould stiay 
From the narrow path of right^ 

He is with thee in the way, 
And preserres thee day and night. 

Trust Hirn ! and the hosts of hell 

Never more shall work thee ilL 

Sleepless vigils doth He keep 
When thou liest down to rest ; 

When thou'rt sunk in slumbers deep, 
To thy side at His behest 

Angel hosts then wing their flight, 

Thee to guard thiough all the night. 

All thou hast and all thou art 

Is encircled by His love; 
Ev'ry grief that wrings thy heajrt 

Doth He graciously remove. 
Soul and body shieldeth He, 
When dark tempests threaten thee. 

When the noonda/s buming son 
All thy body's sti«ngth doth bli^t, 

When the mldnight stars and moon 
Dazzle with their brilliant Mghti 



Präyer and ihe ChriiUm L^e. 137 



Then His band of mighty pow'r, 
Shades thee in the trying hour. 

May He still prcftection yield, 
Faithfal Shepherd be, and near 

Still remain thy rock and sbield, 
When thy heart's oppress'd with fear. 

When of need thou feerst tbd smart, 

May He press thee to His heart- 

Dost thou Sit or iiS0 again, 

Dost thou speak or dost thou heatr, 
Still at home dost thou remain, 

^rt abroad when none is near, 
Dost thou wander in or out ? 
He will oompass thee about. 




THB 189TH FSALlf OF DAVID. 

LOBD, Thou my heart doet search and try, 
And what is hidden from mine eye 
Thou seest, all I am and own 
To Thino onmiflcient mind is known. 

WheneW I sit, lie down, or stand, 
Or walk, or mn, on ev'ry band 
Thy presenoe doth enoompass me, 
At all times I am hard by Thee. 

And all the thonglits that stir my heart, 
That lurk in its most secret part^ 
Thy searching eye doth scmtinize 
Ere they to oonsdousness arise. 



And never from my tongue a woid 
Escapes, by Thee, Lord, nnheard ; 
Thou order'st all I «peak or do, 
And guidest me life's joumey through. 
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Tis tnie, I know, bnt miist remam 
A knowledge I can iie*er attain, 
A mystery beyond ihe ken 
Of feeble and short-sighted men. 

Where shall I from Thy Spirit fly, 
Escape from Thine omniscient eye ? 
Where shall I from Thy presenc» hide, 
And where remote from Thee abide ? 

If I ascend the ntmost height 

Of heav'n, there art Thou, thron'd in light ; 

Or should I down to hell repair 

And make my bed, I'd find Thee there. 

Should I on moming's pinions ride, 
As feur as ooean's empire wide 
Of stormy waves breaks on the Md, 
Td be npheld by Thy right hand. 

Or if the help of night I sought, 

No change by darkness wonld be wronght, 

For let the night be as it may, 

With Thee is ever clondless day. 
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'Mid darkest shadöWfi Thou candt Bee, 
The darkness ifi a light to Thee, 
Thy glance is ever clear and bright^ 
From sun and moon Thoü need'tft no light. 

My reins Thon evet hast pössess'd, 
For in Thy hand they ever rest, 
From uifancy Thou hast me led, 
With daily blessings cröwn*d my head. 

Thou hast, who'rt greatly tö be fear'd, 
My framö with cunning hand nprear'd ; 
Thy works, Thy wondrons pow^ forth teil, 
And that my sOul doth know right well. 

My substance was not hid fröm Thee, 

When I in secret curiously 

Was feshion'd in the depths of earth, 

From whence Thy powV hath brought mö forth. 

Before my time, my times for me 
Dötermin'd were by Thy decree, 
The tale of years änd days I'd See, 
Hours, moments, all Wer6 1^'d by Thed. 



Prayer and ihe Chriitian Life. 141 



My Qod, how predous, sweet» and für, 
I see array'd before me there 
The thoughts of wiadom of Thy heaiif 
In all Thy boonty doth impart. 

The som of tbese so high doth mount, 
That when their number I would oount, 
I find them infinitely more 
Than dust or Band, on field or shore. 

How doth the hold blaspheming band 
Thee vilify on every band, 
6od of wonders I and Thy name 
Despise and treat with open shame. 

Their scomful mouths, Lord, close and seal, 
A^nst them speedily reveal 
Thy wrath ! against Thy foes arise, 
Thy foes are hateful in mine eyes. 

Thongh in retum, their hatred sore 
Against Thee bum, I do no more 
Amid the rage of angry foes, 
Than 'neath Thy ahelt'ring wings repose. 
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Lord, search and know my heart and mood, 

See if my way be right and good, 

The everlasting joyM road 

Lead me that brings me home to GK)d, 
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ÜHDSB THB TBIALS 09 THIB UVS. 

FÜLL often as I meditate 
Upon the world's disoider'd state, 
I ask myself if earthly life 
Be good, and worihy of the strife, 
Has he not acted for the best 
Who laid himself betimes to rest ? 

Reflect, my friend, say, if yon know 
What Station is there here below 
Without its fall and daily share 
Of sorroWy pain, and anxious care? 
And teil me if a place there be 
From sorrow, tears, vexation free. 

And doth not every passing day, 
From youth to manhood, bear away 
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Its own peculiar load of grief 
Upon its back, and such relief 
As transient joy may seem to bring, 
Ls it not füll of suffering ? 

If times be good, and fortune smile, 
My 0od 1 how envy stonns the while ; 
If dignity and honours great 
Attend Üiy steps, alas ! their weight 
If others thou'rt preferr'd before, 
Than others too thon'rt burden'd moie. 

Art thou to-day in joyous mood, 

Bejoicing in thy share of good ? 

Lo I ere thou think'st, thy gains are gone, 

Thy joyous mood with them is flown, 

The hurricane so suddenly 

Doth sweep away thy property. 

Dost from the world withdraw thyiel^ 
And lov'st God more than gold or pelf ? 
Thy CTöwn, thy jewel, thy good name 
Is cover'd by the world with shame. 
For he who can't dissembler play, 
The World as fool wUl spum away. 
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Tis trae, alas ! thst trouble waits 
In daily watch before our gates ; 
On earth the oroBS ig bome by aU, 
All feel its weight, and taste its gall; 
Bat sball we therefore cast away 
The Gbristian's ligbt ? I teil tbee— nay, 

The saints, who to their Savionr deave, 
In &ith and in the Spirit live, 
Unhurt by any ill or woe 
Pass throngh their pilgrimage below ; 
Though things poay sometimes fall ont ill 
Yet with them it is ever well, 

Though they no gold haye sWd away« 
TheyVe Qod, and care not what men say, 
Beject ^th joy, and aye despise 
The world's vain pomp and vanities ; 
Their honour is to hope and wait, 
From God alone comes all their State, 

The Christian, God as Father knows, 
Gan in His faithfalness repose ; 
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' Whatever trial Grod may send, 
Gan't separate him &om bis friend ; 
The more He smites, he loves tbe more, 
Bemaineth true, though chasten'd sore. 

He only plays a heio's part 

Who cherishes within his heart 

The Saviour's love ; whate'er betide, 

Firm as a rock shall he abide 

Wben heav'n and earth shall pass away ; 

Though ipen forsake, God*8 word *s his stay. 

The word of God b^uiles our fears, 
And toms to smiles oifr bitter tears ; 
It robs misfortune of the pow'r 
Of hurting in the evil hour ; 
It brings the sadden*d heart relief, 
When bow'd beneath the load of grief. 

Now cease, I pray, your tale of woe : 
Though füll of grief this life below, 
Still falleth to the Christian's share 
Salvation and Grod's guardian care; 
Who loves the Saviour, trusts in God, 
Benuuns unmov'd beneath the rod. 



and ContolaUon. 147 



As gold into the fire is casi. 
And oomes forth purified r.t last. 
So saints supported by Gfod's grace 
üninjur'd through affliction pass ; 
A ohild bis fatber*8 cbild is still, 
Aitbongb bis father's rod be feel« 

Dear beart, cbase all thy fears away, 
On tby God's faitbfulness now stay, 
Tbougb smiting witb His obast'ning rod. 
He means it well, 'tis for tb{r good ; 
Ck>nfide in Hirn, His guiding band 
WiU bring tbee to tbe better land. 

Live on aoo(»rding to His will, 
Aitbongb tbe way be rongb, be still I 
In beav'n Tbov bast a mansion fair, 
Wbere joy will banisb every care ; 
If bere we to tbe Savionr cleave» 
Witb Jesu's angels sball we live. 
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Shn^s of the Gross 



THOU ABT ADT ItAK! 

THOÜ art but man, to thee 'tis kaown, 
Why dost thou then endeavoui 
To do what God should do alone^ 

Or can aooomidiali ever ? 
A thousand griefs thou goest through. 
In spite of all thy wit can do ; 
Upon thine end Ühon pond'rest, 
Wbat it wUl be thon wood'reat. 



Tis all in vain, in yain thy care,, 
With all thy musings eamest, 

In all thy llfe a Single hair 
Thou white er black ne'er tnrnest 

The griefs by which thou'rt sore distress'd 

Can only serve to mar thy rest, 

Cause anguish unavailing, 

Thy life itself curtailing. 

Wilt thou do what is for thy good, 
And what thy God good seeth ? 

Then cast on Hirn each heavy load, 
'Fore whom earth and heav'n fleeth. 
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Thy life and labonr, all that^s tixine, 
With joy into God's haad rewgn ; 
A happy eod Hell ewfir 
Give Üiee, mi thee deliver 



Who car'd for thee «r© light of day 

Had dawn'd upon thy vialoD, 
Whilö in the womb thy soul still lay 

As in a gloomy prison ? 
Who thoDght upon thy welfare then ? 
What good did all the might of mm 
Do, when to thee were given 
Life, mind, «nd pow'r from heaveo ? 



Whose skül was it that fashion'd thee 1 

And who thy frame uprear^ ? 
To glad our eyes, by whose decree, 

Say, hath Üie light appearM ? 
Who hath thy veins in order laid, 
For each a coarae oonvenient made? 
Who hath t^ ihune leplenish'd 
With membens &ir and fioish'd ? 



ISO 
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Whore were thy mind and will and heart 

When land and ooean over, 
Tea, even earth's remotest part, 

The sky was spread to ooyer? 
Who made the sun and moon to shine, 
Who gave herbs, trees, and beasta as thine, 
Who bid them satisfy thee, 
And 00 defflie deny thee? 



Lift up thy head, see everywhere, 

Above, aroundy below thee, 
How Grod in a|l for thee His care. 

And at all times, doth ahow thee 1 
Thy meat and diink, the clothes dost wear, 
Did God, ere need thou felt*st^ prepare. 
God, ere thou wast, prepar'd thee 
Thy mother's milk, that rear'd thee. 



The ndment that in infancy 
Thy nakedness did cover, 

The cradle that receivM thee, 
The roof thy young head over, 
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Were all in love prepar'd for thee, 
Ere yet thine eye was op'd to see 
The wondera that aboonded, 
The World that thee sorronnded. 



Yet wilt thoa walk by thine own light 
Thy life long, only heeding, 

BeUeving nothing bnt thy sight^ 
Go whither it is leading. 

In all that thon dost imdertake^ 

Thy heart thy counsellor dost make, 

Unless by it selected, 

Is ev'ry plan lejected. 



Behold 1 how oft and openly 
GM'b providence undoeth 
The plana thy hand so aidently 

And hopefully pursueth. 
Bnt it doth happen freqnently, 
That e*en the very things we see 
The wisest men oould never 
Prediot, or tbink of ever. 



15* 
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How oft ihj stiff-neck'd aelf-wlll iutth 

To bitter need rednc'd theo! 
When heart and mind deluded, death 

To take for life, seduc'd Üiee! 
And had the Lord thy woiic and deed 
Along the path allow'd proceed 
That thoa thyself faad'st taken, 
Lost wert tiion and fomken. 



He who to ns loire eadlets feete, 

When self-inFolv'd» then frees na, 
EVn self-inflicted wotmdB He heaU, 

Guides when astray He aeea na. 
Patemal kindness, tender love, 
To these His heart doth ever more, 
This love poor sinners beareth, 
For whom as sons He oaxefth. 



Ah 1 sileuoe doth He often keep^ 
But still the while He blesses, 

E'en though we tears of anguish we^ 
Thongh grief the heart depreaie^ 
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AltboQgh our eager eyes we strain, 
And seek for light, but seek in yam. 
And seek deliy'ranoe ever 
From woe, bat find it nevex. 



But Gk)d onr Lord still onward straight 

His path pursueth ever, 
And brii^ us to heav Vs peaoefol gate, 

Where storms assail us never. 
Wbat dark was and mysterions bere 
In all God's ways, sball be tben clear, 
His wisdom we'll disoover 
Wben our life-work is ovec 



Tben peaoe, be still, my troubled breast! 

And let no grief distress tbee, 
God ever plans for tbee tbe best, 

His beart is set.to bless tbee. 
Tby cause tbe Saviour ne'er can leave, 
In tbis assuredly believe, 
Tow'rd US He ever yeametb, 
His ardent love aye bumetb. 
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With grace and truth His loving heart 

For evermore is glowing, 
And keenly feeleth He the smart, 

When from onr eyes are flowing 
Hot tears, caus'd by vain sorrow's load, 
As if in wrath and hate our GK)d 
Could ever helpless leave ns, 
Would never comfort give us 1 



The evil thonght, ah I put away, 
No more may it deoeive thee, 

Although what happ'neth, seldom may 
Increase of pleasure give thee. 

Bat that will happen certainly 

Which God thy Father doth decree ; 

From what He wills to send thee, 

No mortal can defend thee. 



Then to thy Father's arms of love 
In oonfidence betake thee, 

Pray on tili His compassion more, 
His special care He make thee ! 
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Then by His Spirit will He gaide, 
Tbroügh unknown paths still at thy side, 
From all thy woe and striving 
At last deliv'raQoe giviDg. 



OMY soul, why dost thou grieve, 
Why dost moum so bitterly, 
That more freely Qoä doth give 
Gifts to others than to theo? 
In thy Grod delight thy heart, 
He's the good endming part. 

Of the human raoe have none 
In this World to be a right, 
All, yea each created one, 
Bat a guest is for a night. 
God in His honse Lord is still, 
Gifts divideth as He will. 



156 
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EDoWy thoQ art not therefore heie, 

That thoQ Bhonld'rt poBseas the earth; 
Look ihoQ np to lieaY*ii so clear, 
There's thy gold of prioeleB worth« 
Theie is hcmour, there is joy, 
Wiihoat envy or alloy ! 

Gieat the folly his wlio grieves 

Vor a litüe yanity, 
When God to him freely gives 
Treasnres of etemity. 
Is the handredweiglxt Üij gMn? 
Thoa canst then despiae the grain. 

All thy fiedr posseaaloiis see, 

That are valaed by thy faeart» 
None of them can go witli thee 
When from earth thou must depart. 
Thou must leave them here below, 
When death's door thou passest throngh. 

The souVs noniishment, Qod*8 giaoe. 
And the Saviour's precioas blqpd, 
Ne'er thiou^ time in winrth decreaae, 
Bat remain for ever good. 
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Earthly goods mxust pass away, 
Soul-goodfl never can decay. 

StiU art thoa 80 bUnd, alas ! 

Thinking — ^but all erringly, 
Eyea hast thou, but in tke glass 
Of the word thou dost not see. 
Ghild of man ! fis there thine eyes, 
For it is a peerless prize. 

Connt thy fingen every one, 

And thine other members o'er, 
They are precions, they're thine own, 
Lov'd by thee than treasure more, 
Gold oould never from thee buy 
E'en the least, though men should try. 

Search and ask thine inmost heart, 
rTwül instruct thee what of good 
Daily falleth to thy part, 
By God's bounteous band bestow'd ; 
Than the sand upon the shore 
More, and yet desir'st thou mors I 
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Did thy Heav'nly Fatber see 

That it would be for thy good, 
What desires so eagerly 
Thy misguided flesh and blood, 
He would ne'er thee joyless leave, 
But would of His bounty give. 

God to thee is füll of love, 

Faithfal and sincere is He, 

When thou wishest aught, He'd prove 

Of what kind thy wish may be : 

If 'tis good, He will bestow, 

If 'tis ill, Hell answer — ^no. 

Meanwhile doth His Spirit give 
Manna to thy fainting heart, 
Food by which the angels live, 
Grace to deck thee doth impart, 
For His portion chooseth thee, 
Thou shalt share salvation free.^ 

Look then to thy God above, 
Sad and troubled countenance ! 

Cease to sigh, faith's virtue prove, 
By thy clear and joyous glance ! 



and Consdaiion, 
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While thy sky is overcast 
By afiüction, hold it fast! 

And as Heav'n's adopted son, 

Thy rebellious will restrain ; 
Touch thy harp, let 'fore God's throne 
GrateM songs resound again. 
More at all times doth God give 
Than thou'rtworthy to receive- 



Live thou ever in God's fear, 

As thou joumeyest to heav'n, 
Take whate'er befalls thee here 
Aa a gift in wisdom giv'n. 
Are they evil days, thou'lt see 
. God and Heav'n endure for thee. 
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AH ! lovely innocence, how evll art thou deem'd, 
How lightly oft thy work by all the world's 
esteem'd ! 
Thou servest God, thy Lord, and to His word thou 

cleavest ; 
For this, from men thou nöught bat soom and bäte 
reoeivest. 



Eight on thy road thou go^t, flee'st firom the ciooked 

way; 
Another steppeth in and bears the prize away, 
Increaseth his small störe, his chests and bams he 

fiUeth; 
Thou'rt poor with all thy house, scarce eam'st what 

hunger stilleth. 



The wicked one thou chid'st, who walks not righteonsly, 
Another practiseth a sweet hypocrisy 
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Tbat love and praise secures, and him on bigh upraues, 
While in the Inrch tbe world thee leaves, and mach 
abases. 

Thou say'st that virtne is the Christian's fairest crown, 
But reputation doth the world lay stresa upon ; 
He who will thia secure, it saith, must ever labour 
To suit the times, and live and act just like his neigh- 
bour. 

Thou boast'st thyself in God, thy tongue doth aye 

commend 
The blessing Grod doth as His children^s portion send : 
" If this be then the case," the world says, " oome aüd 

show it, 
The happy fortune thou hast had, we'd see and know 

ie 

Stand firm, thou pious heart, stand firm, thy faith 

retaini 
liid disappointment sore thy God will tme remain, 
Commit thy ways to Him, let Him protect and guido 

thee, 
Thou'lt triumph at the last o'er evils that betide thee. 

M 
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Dost £ül to please ihy kind ? — ^It is a sad disgraoe ! . 
Enoughy if on thee smile thy heav'nly Father's faoe. 
The worst that man can do is to betray and leave 

thee; 
Bat God is righteons, and His judgment can't deceiye 

thee. 

Doth He say, " Thou art Mine, thy way doth please 

Mewell?" 
Then be thy heart consord, let joy thy bosom swell, 
Gast to the wind the lies by wicked men indited, 
Be still, and thou shalt see, by God shall all be 

righted. 

Pride, arrogance, and pomp are ne'er enduring found, 
Like brightest glass they fall, and break upon the 

ground; 
So when the luck of men has mounted np to heaven, 
It soon comes crashing down, and on the earth lies 

riven. 

And all ill-gotten wealth, when right our estimate, 
Is on the heart and mind a dead oppressive weight 
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That burdens evermore, with pain the ocmscience 

wringeth, 
Its quiet rest disturbs, and into trouble bringeth. 

And what have many more than of the poor the sweat ? 
What do they eat and drink, and what gain do they get ? 
They rob the widows' störe, spite of their tears them 

wTonging, 
Who like a thirsty land for sympathy are longing. 

Is this felicity? is this magnifioence ? 
Oh I what a sentence dire will God the Judge pronounce 
Upon the day of doom, when from His throne so budly 
It sounds, how shall they seem who strut and boast so 
proudly ! 

But thou who now thy God dost honour with whole 

heart, 
And never from His ways dost let thy feet depart^ 
Shalt in the goodly throng, whom God with manna 

feedeth, 
With praise and honour clad, walk with Hirn whore 

he leadeth. 

M 2 



In patience, then, possess tliy soul a Utile while, 
Do right, and persevere and live all &ee from guile, 
Act that the fallest prize in yonder life be given 
Thee» from His gracious band wlio rules in earth and 
heaven, 

Whate'er on earth betide, from care remain all free, 
Twill fall out for thy good, as God the best may see ; 
Best thou assur'd, He will no wish of thine deny thee, 
With joy fcdfil thy will, with every good supply thee. 
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'• I irnj. xiayDBX zhb nimmAviont ov thb lord."— xiuh Tn. 

IHAYE deserv'd it, cease t' oppose 
The Lord's will, shall I never ? 
Thou bitter cup, thou heavy cross, 
Gome hitlier to me ever ! 
From pain all free 
May never be 
He 'gainst the Lord who fighteth, 
As I each day, 
Who trod the way 
Wherein the world delighteth, 

111 bear the chastisement of God, 

A patient sonl possessing, 
For bom in sin, sin's path I trod, 
Aye ventur'd on transgressing, 

That pleasures vain 

I might attain, 
In wantonness time wasting, 

The gracious word 

OfGod the Lord, 
As I ought, never tasting. 
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Tbe road of God*s oommandmentB good 

I often have forsaken, 
And on the way that leads from Ood 
Am therefore overtaken 

By grief and smart, 

That pieroe my heart ; 
God's hand thus am I feeling, 

Who 'fore His throne 

To each his own 
Awards, in justice dealing. 



For just and tme is God above, 
We fall His goodness telling, 
A mother's truth, a father's love 
Alike in him are dwelling. 

GkxL's wrath, I ween^ 

As oft hath been 
Ours, is not onrelenting. 

Men Steel their heart, 

Befase t' impart 
Graoe e'en to the repenting. 
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In sooth 'tis not the mind of God, 

His anger ever endeth, 
Retum we, He removea the rod, 
And to the weary sendeth 

A sweet release, 

To mark doth cease, 
And Visit onr tram^greenng ; 

His wrath He turns, 

And tow'rd tu yeams, 
Gives afber coising blesaing. 



And so the Lord will deal with me. 

And every one behold it, 
And vindicate the right will He^ 
My cause, He will uphold it. 

Thy face so bright, 

Lord ! to the light, 
From deepest pit will raise mo, 

That ever I 

May heartily 
Thy truth exalt, and praise Thee 
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Bejoice not o'er me, then, my foes, 

I lie not here for ever, 
Hy God will come ere ye snppose, 
And speedily deliver. 

His holy band 

Will make me stand, 
Firal and secure for ever ; 

Good times to me 

And joy will He 
Give after stormy weather. 



I am in need, yet scarce can speak 

Of real need and sorrow ; 
When God my Light is, day must break 
And bring a glorious morrow, 

E'en in tbe night, 

While yet tbe might 
Of darkness mucb increa^etb, 

And when tbis Light 

Dawns on my sigbt, 
Wbate'er oppresses ceaseth. 
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The time will come, e'en now 'tia near, 

When I shall sing salvation, 
When he who lov'd to mock and jeer 
At me in tribulation, 

And bid me teil 

Where Grod doth dwell, 
Shall from Gk)d's face be driven 

With head cast down ; 

To me a crown 
Of honour shall be given I 



■OB PATIXNOB nr QBXAT SOBBOIT. 

AH ! faithM God, oompass'nate heart» 
Whose goodnesB never endeth, 
I know this bitter cross and smart 

Thy band it is that sendeth I 
Yea, Lord, I know this bürden great 
Thou sendest not in wrath and hate, 
But 'tis in love appointed. 
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That ever is Thy way all-wise, 
Thy child in woe must langnisli, 

Thon whom Thou lovest, dost chastise, 
'Fore joy Thou sendest anguisli, 

Sink'st US to hell, in woe we lie, 

And raisest us again on high, 
Thus with US fiares it always. 

Thou ever leadest wondrously 

Thy children dear who please Thee! 

Would I have life ? Then first must I 
E'en down to death abäse me. 

In honour who'd be raised on high. 

He self-abas'd on earth must lie 
As worthless dust and ashes. 

On earth, Lord, Thy belovW Son 
Such soirow had to try Hirn ; 

Ere He oould reach His glorious throne 
111 men must crucify Him. 

He pass'd throc^h trouble, need, and woe, 

Nor shrunk He from death's cmel blow, 
To reach the joys of heaven« 
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Did then Thy good and holy Son 

Himself for us deliver, 
And I enslav^, sinful one, 

Shall I resist Thee ever ? 
Of patienoe aye the glass is He, 
And who His face desires to seo 

Must in His footsteps follow. 

How is it reason finds it hard, 

The tmth so oft rejecteth, 
That Thou witb fevour dost regard 

E'en while Thy hand afficteth? 
How long doth oft the cross remain, 
How hardly can we love and pain 

Then reconcile together. 

(jod of the Church ! when fails my pow'r, 
Strength graciously then give me ; 

And grant that uought in triaFs honr 
Of faith may e'er deprive me. 

Uphold me by Thy might, Lord, 

Establish me then in Thy word, 
Fiom murmulring deliver 1 
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When I am weak, be-Thou my stay, 
In faithfulness be Dear me, 

That I oontinually may pray, 
And call on Thee to hear me. 

While yet a heart hopes and believes, 

And still in pray'r unceasing lives, 
Bold is it, and unyanquish'd. 

In measnre, Lord, apply the rod, 

Lest I sink altogether ; 
Thou know'st how I can bear the load, 

How life's imperiird ever, 
For neither steel nor stone am I, 
Bnt sooner pass away and die, 

E'en than a fleeting vappur. 

Ah I Jesus, who did'st stoop so low, 
Thy blood shed, life that giveth, 

The bitter cross füll well dost know. 
And how the spirit grieveth 

When cross and heavy woe combine, 

So wilt Thou hear each cry of mine, 
When bitterly complaining. 
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I know Thou feelest sympathy 
When warnt and woe distress me, 

That Thou with help wilt visit me, 
And graciously wilt bless me. 

Ah 1 strengthen Thou my feeble band. 

And lead my feet where I may stand 
In safety — Come and save mel 

Speak oourage to my fainting heart, 
With oomfort, Lord, Support me. 

Of weary souls the Best Thou art, 
My Tow'r, where none can hurt me 1 

My Rock, where from the sim I hide, 

My Tent, where safely I abide 
When storms without are raging I 

And as in love, while here I dwell, 
Thou sufTring hast decreed me, 

Thy grace vouchsafe Thy child, Lord, still. 
In Thy green pastures lead me ; 

That I in ÜEiith may patience gain, 

Through patience rieh reward attain, 
When IVe endur'd the trial. 
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0hl Holy Ghost, of joy the Oil, 
Whom God from Heaven giveth, 

Befresh me, pour into my toul 
What heart and flesh revi7eth. 

Of glory, Thou the Spirit art, 

Know'st what in heav'n shall be my part 
Of grace, joy, oonsolation ! 



How fair 'twill be, ah ! let me gaze 
Upon the life so glorious, 

Thai Thou wilt give to those who 
Through trialB sore, victorious. 

The earth with all its treasures fair 

Can never with this life oompare, 
They pale and fede before it. 



Thou'lt deal with me so graciously, 

I'll endless joy be tasting, 
For trials known to Thee and me 

Have glory everlasting. 
Thou'lt wipe the t«ar-drop fiopa mine eyes, 
To exultation tum my sighs, 

Lord ! I believe it. Amen 1 
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F ÄTHER of mercies ! God most high, 
Deign graciously to hear me, 
Thou say'st, " Knock at my door and cry, 
In time of need draw near me. 
As urgently 
Thou long'st, to thee 
ril come to help and raise thee, 
That with thy mouth, 
In very tnith, 
Thou joyfuUy may'st praise me." 

(jommit to God, both mom and night, 

hy waysi and doings ever ; 
He knoweth how to guide thee right, 
And always will deliver. 
To Hinl reveal 
Whate'er dost feel 
Thy heart to sorrow moveth ; 
He is Thy Lord, 
Knows how to guard 
And shield thee whom He loyeth« 
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For His beloT^ child will caie 
The laithM loving Father ; 
Who righteoos and believing are, 
He to His Test will gather. 

Then, people dear, 

Hope ever here 
On Hirn who aye lelieyea you ; 

His throne hefore 

Tour hearts outponr, 
Teil Hirn whatever grieyes you ! 



Ah I CK)d onr Shield I Thy woid how sweet 

It Sounds to Thiae afflicted : 
"Fli oome to thee with sucoour meet| 
When thy heart ia ^lejccted. 

He loveth me^ 

So lov'd shall be, 
Secnre for aye TU make bim, 

From care all free 

Shall Sit by me, 
ni to tny bosom take him.*' 
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The Lord to them is ever nigfa 

Who trustfuUy draw near Hirn, 
He's at their skie whene'er they 017, 
HelpB them o'ercome, who fear Him. 

Inmisery 

Who low do lie, 
He laiseth and relieyeth. 

And joy impaarts 

To fainting hearts, 
Them pow'r and might Qb giTtftfa« 



^ In trath, who my groUb name doth fear,' ' 

Sdth Christ, ** and firm helievetb, 
Gk)d doth regard his pray'r ainceie, 
His heart^B wish freely giveth.*' 

Then one and all 

Biaw near and call, 
Who asketh, he obtaineth ; 

Who seeketh there» 

The fruit so &ir 
Wiih great advantage gaineÜL 
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Hear what yon tiDJnst judge doth s&j : 

" This widow's supplication 
I muBt regard, lest day l)y day 
Her Coming cause vezation«'' 
His people's crj 
Shall Qod deny, 
Who day and night are praying? 
It cannot be, 
He'U set them free 
From woe, not long delaying. 



For when the jnst shed tears through care, 

Gk)d soon with joy relieyeth, 
To those who broken-hearted are, 
Again He laughter giveth. 

Hell sniler woe - 

Who will below 
'Mid meti be godly living ; 

But at his side 

Will God abide, 
Hirn graoe sufficient giving. 
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'* A moment Fve forsaken thee^ 
And ledt thee in temptation ; 
With mercy great, as thoa shalt see, 
And boiindless consolation, 

m give the crown, 

And to the throne 
Of glory shall I raise thee, 

To joy convert 

Thy grief and hurt, 
Thoa evermore shalt praise me." 



Ah ! gracious God, ah ! Father^s heart I 

For years my consolation ! 
Why dost Thou let me feel such smart, 
Paas throngh such tribulation ? 
My sad heart aches, 
My eye awakes, 
And bitter tears sheds erer, 
My face once bright 
Doth lose its light, 
From sighing ceasing neTen 

»2 



How long, bleasÄd Lord! i¥ilt Thou, 

UnmindM of me, leave me ? 
How long shall I in grißf lie low. 
And inward sonrow grieve me? 

How long wilt chide» 

And Thy fooe lüde. 
In darkness let me languish? 

Say, when oare's load 

Shall cease^myGod! 
To wring my heart witb. angniih ? 



Wilt Thou etemally repel. 

And ahow Thy goodness never ? 
And ahall Thy word and promise^&il, 
Be pnt to ahame for ever? 
Doth wrath so bum, 
That Thou'lt ne'er tum 
To me, and stand beaide me? 
Yet, Lord, I will 
Cleave to Thee still, 
Thy band in all can guido me. 
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My heart Atirid earth's nusery 

For Thee, Lord \ is achh^ ; 

My God I I wait and hope in Thee, 

Let not shame me o'ertakingy 

Thy firiend in woe 

Plnnge, or ihe foe 
Gi^e eanse for jubilation $ 

Bnt, Lord, may I 

Hejoioe, rais'd high, 
Li glorions exftltation. 



Ah I Loid, Thon trae a&d faithfiil art, 

Thy heart can ne^er dieown me ; 
Nerve me in fi^t to bear my part, 
With victory then erown me I 
Lay Thon on me 
The load, by Thee 
Appointed, that I hear it» 
When Thoa the rod 
Dost nse, my God \ 
hx measure may I slwre it I 
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Thy strengih, O Lord! is infinite, 

Thy hand hath all created, 
Cknüd all again with nun smite, 
Its pow'r ia nnabited. 
We soond Thy name 
With high aoclaim. 
Ab Lord of Hosts we own Theel 
In connsel right 
No skiU nor might 
Gan fdl, nor e'er dethrone Thee. 



Thou who dost Israel console, 
Thoo, Sayionr, in affliction! 
Ah ! why pennittest Thon my aöal 
To sink in sore dejection ? 
Thon dost not rest^ 
Thon'rt as a gnest, 
Who'rt in ihe land a sj^ranger] 
A heio Thon 
Whose oonrage low 
Sinks foro disgraoe or danger?~ 
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Kay, Lord, not sach a one art Thoa I 

My inmost heart belieyeth ; 
Thon standest fum, *mid us shines now 
The light that Thy word giveth. 

Here restest Thou, 

Lord, with us now ; 
Who call upon Thee ever, 

At fitting hour 

Wilt by Thy pow'r 
From ev'ry woe deliver. 



Lord I my lengthen'd tale la o'er, 

Then hear Thon my petition, 
Help me, who often at Thy door 
Have knock'd, and songht admission. 

Help, Helper, me I 

111 joyfuUy 
Thankoff 'rings lay before Thee ; 

And when life*s o'er 

Shall evennore 
In heay'n aboye adore Thee. 
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Tb TjamxcM innr suproBf tod.— -HBBk x. 3t-3t. 

TfllS patience must support you 

-■■ When ßorrow, grief, or smart, 
Or whate'er eise may hurt you, 

Doth rend your aching heart. 

Belov'd and chosen seed I 
If not a death will kill you, 
Tet once again I teil you, 

Tis patienoe that you need. 



The cup of patienoe drinketh 
With nausea flesh and blood, 

Back fiom the cross it ahrinketk ; 
When threaten'd with. the rod» 
It shuddereth with fear. 

Tis hold when nought assiileth, 

Heart shrinks, and courage faileth, 
When storms and nun ara here. 



Why patience oauseth BadneaB, 
Jb that the camal mind 

Unclouded joy and gladness 
In Grod aye hop*d to find, 
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Thongh He hath made it clear. 
He chastens whom He loveth, 
And whom He much approveüi, 

He mach afflicteth here. 



God giyeth patience ever, 

The Spirit in the breast 
Begetteth it whenever 

Within US He doth rest ; 

The worthy, noble Guest 
Preserves os from despairing. 
And nerves üor burden-bearing 

The heart when aore distresa'd. 



Fiom Mth all patience springeth, 

On Qod's own word depend^, 
To this she firmly clingeth, 

Herself with this defends. 

Tis her high towV and wall» 
Where she securely hidetb, 
Where Gk)d lor her proridetlv 

Here fears ihe ae'er a ML 
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And patdence trnst repoeeth 
On Jesu's death and pain ; 

When Satan her opposeth, 
Here takes she heart again, 
And saith, *<Thon Prince of belli 

Thou never sbalt devonr me, 

Too high I*m lifted o'er thee, 
In Jesus do I dwelL" 



Gontented patienoe stayeth 

On God's decree all-wise ; 
Although His graoe delayeih, 

Scaroe feels fatigne arise ; 

Wiih trnst she bears her load, 
And joyfuUy endureth, 
This thought her heart assnreth, 

It is the band of God. 



Long, long, can patienoe waiting 
The weary time beguile, 

Gn Ood's Word meditating 
Cfet saving good the while. 
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With eamest fervent pray'r, 
Each mom and eve sbe g^rdeth 
Herself from ill, and wardeth 

Off Satan*s every snaro. 



To GkxL's will patience boweth, 

Doth His command fulfil, 
'Mid scom of foes ahe knoweth 

Tis wisest to be still. 

Who will, let him despise, 
Unhurt by tbe dishonour 
And sbame thns put npon ber. 

Her beart dotb o'er it rise. 



To bononr patienoe servetb 
Her Gk)d, and never more 

From love and fealty swervetb ^ 
Altbongb He smitetb sore, 
Yet dotb sbe ever praise 

His boly band, and telleth 

Tbat God on bigb wbo dwelletb, 
Dotb well in all bis ways. 
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And f tiiiifB Bfe amtaäneüi, 

Adds to onr tale of yearSy 
She diives svraj wh»fc painefk 

The heart^ and stiUs its fean. 

It 18 a beanteoQs tight 
That gi^eih him who heedeth. 
And whom Oodls gaidaaoe leadedi, 

A &oe irith joy all biight. 



Great j<^ firom paiienoe spiiogßlh, 

The head a noUe crown» 
QemB for the neök ahe biingeth 

From throne of Heaven down. 

She wipes firom weeping eyes 
The tears of grief and anguish ; 
Whose sonk with longing langniah» 

Witib ample good supplies. 



My sonl for patience sighetiz, 
My heart longa eagerly, 

How «tgently it crieih 
And oft ift known to Th^e, 



amd CoruolaUonp 
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Of graoe who hast füll Atore! 
Lord, hear my supplication, 
Give patient resigoation ; 

I ask fbr nothing inore. 

For patience the petition 

Shall often up to Thee, 
IVom out my low oonditiom, 

Asoend, Lord, from me. 

And in my dying hour, 
Thy mercy still extending, 
0hl grant a patient ending, 

ThcQ need I noüumg more. 



WHAT FLBAflBTH GODi 

TI7HAT pleaaeth Gk)d, my laithful child, 
*• Bec5eive with joy ; although the wild 
And wiÄtry wind thy heart appal» 
Have fiüth, thee <mly can befal 

WhatpleasethGod! 
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The will of öod is aye the best, 
In it we can so calmly rest ; 
Thyself to it anew resign. 
And only seek to have as thine 

WhatpleasethGodI 

God's ootmsel is the only wise ; 
Soon comes to nought what men devise ; 
Their projecte fall, fall out of use, 
Oft mischief work, not oft produce 
WhatpleasethGod! 

God's mood is the most gracions mood, 
To all intending, doing good ; 
He blosses, though hard words may speak 
The wicked world, and never seek 
What pleaseth God I 

The truest heart is God's own heart, 
Who bids our misery depart ; 
Who screens and shelters, day and night, 
The man who makes bis chief delight 
What pleaseth God I 
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Ah ! oould I ging, as sing I woald, 
From out my heart^ and ever shonld, 
rd ope my mouth — ^in Hirn rejoice, 
This moment praise With heart and vcaoe 
WhatpleasethGodI 

His oounBel wise would I make known, 
The works of wonder He hath done ; 
His saving graoe, etemal pow'r, 
That work produclng every^hour 
What pleaseth God 

He rules above and rales below; 
On Hirn hangs aU onr weal and woe ; 
He beaiB the world in Bis high hand, 
For na brings forüi the sea and land 
What pleaseth God I 

His hands the elements restrainy 
His hands onr mortal life sostain — 
Give summer, winter, day, and night, 
That evennore to do delight 

WhatpleasethGodI 
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His host, ihe stars, the moon, and san^ 
Their wonted courses ever run ; 
Com, oil, and must, bread, wine, and beer, 
The fraitful earth brmg$ forth each year, 
Which pleaseih God ! 

His underetanding is all wise, 
He knows — ^they are before his eyes, 
Who eyil think and evtl do, 
As well as who ihe good pursue 

ThatpleasethGodI 

His little flock to Hirn is dear ; 
When sinning they forsake His fear, 
He chastens with His Father's rod, 
Till they letom and do the good 
That pleaseth Gkxl I 

What cheers and strengtheneth our beart 
He knows, and ever doth impart 
Whatever good each one requires, 
Who seeks for good and aye desiiea 
WhatpleasethOodl 



and CofuoUUion. 193 



Is't so? theii let the world retain 
What pleaseth her, and ehe deems gain ; 
But thou in God delighted be, 
My heart 1 approve whate'er yon see 
Tbat pleaseth God! 

Let othen then in hanghty mood 
Bejoioe in stores of earthly good ; 
But thoQ the Gross with patienoe bear, 
Gontented if thon hast the sharo 
That pleaseth God ! 

Dost live in sorrow, sank in grief, 
Hast mach a£9iction — ^no relief ? 
8till murmor not, for thoa dost hear 
In this thy bitter life of care 

What pleaseth God ! 

In sufTrings art thou doom'd to live ? 
Then to thy, great Protector cleave ; 
The World and all the creatures too 
Are ander Gtod^ can only do 

What pleaseth God 1 
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Doth ev'ry one despise Thy name ? 
Do foes Thee soom and treat with shame? 
Be not c^ down, for Christ will raise 
Thy head, who seeth in thy waya 
WhatpleasethGod! 

Faith fasten» on the Savionr^s love 
Works patienoe, hope that looks above ; 
Lock both within thy secret heart, 
Thon'lt have as thine etemal part 
What pleaseth God ! 

Thy part is in the Heav*nly throne, 
There is thy sceptre, kingdom, crown ; 
There shalt thou taste, and hear, and see, 
There shall for ever happen thee 

What pleaseth God ! 
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nr DESPOinOBKOT AKD TKXPtATtOK. 

LOOK up to thy God again, 
Soul, snnk in afflietion ! 
Shall He be reproach'd by men 
Through thy sore dejection ? 
Satan's wiles dost thou not see ? 

By severe temptation, 
Gladly would he keep fiom thee 
Jesn*s oonsolation« 

Shake thy head in scom, and " flee," 

Bid the old deceiver — 
** Wilt renew thy thnists at me, 

Me to fear deliver? 
Seipent 1 bniis'd thy head I see ; 

Throngh His pain hath freed me 
From thy grasp, my Lord, and He 

To His joy will lead me. 

" Dost thou Charge my sin to me ? 

When did God command me 
Judgment to require from thee ? 

Teil me, I demand thee \ 

o2 
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Who did pow*! öq thee bestow 

Sentence to deliver? 
Who thyaeU art sunk ao low 

In hell'8 flames fbr ever." 



What I have not dwae arigbt 

Me with sonow fiUotii, 
But of Jesu's blood Übe aight 

All mine anguiah stüleöu 
He the ransom price haüi paid, 

From tixe caroas reüeves me, 
When before God's ÜHone 'tia laid, 

Jnwaxd joy He ^ves me. 

In Chiiflt's innocence I boast, 

His right is my gloiy, 
Jline His merit, tbere I trost» 

As in Btronghold boary, 
Tbat ibe rage of evexy foe 

Evermore resistetb, 
Thougb tbe migbt of beU betew 

It to stonn assistetb. 
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Bage then, devil, and thoa, death I 

Te can never hurt me ; 
In the trials of my path 

Doth GUxl's grace snpport me. 
God His only Son to me, 

Mov'd by love, hath given, 
That tö endless misery 

I may not be driren. 



Gry then, fbolish world 1 amain, 

That God lov'd me never, 
That my cherish'd hope is vain, 

Has deceiy'd me ever. 
Had God been averse to me, 

Would He have supported 
All the gifts so rieh änd free 

He to me imparted? 



What is there in sky or sea, 
What the wide earth over, 

What that works no good for me, 
Canst thon then discover? 
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Why do stan ao beanteously 
Shine on ns firom Heaven ? 

Why are, bat for good to me, 
Air and water giyen ? 



Why do clouds their streams oatponr ? 

Why do dews earth cover ? 
Why with verdure 's oover'd o'er, 

Why flow blessings over 
HiU and valley, field and wood ? 

Truly fbr my pleasure, 
That I dwell secure, and food 

Have in plenteons measure. 



My soal on God's word most dear 

Feeds and liveth ever, 
That all Christians love to hear 

Baily, tiring never. 
Soon and late my heart in me 

God opes for receiving 
Of the Spirit's grace that He 

Is 80 freely giving. 
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Why through holy men of old 

Have God's words been given ? 
That we by their light might hold 

On our way to heaven, 
My heart's darkness to dispel, 

From doubt to deliver, 
That the conscience sure and weil, 

Be establiflh'd ever. 



Now upon this holy ground 

Build I most securely, 
See bow heU^s malicious hound, 

Spends 'gainst me bis fury. 
He can never overthrow 

Wbat God hath uprais^ 
But wbat Satan's band dotb do 

That sball be abasM. 



I am God's, and mine is God, 
Who from Hirn can part me? 

Tbo* tbe cToss witb heavy load 
Press on me and smart me. 
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Lei it press — the hand of love 
Hath the cross laid <m me, 

He the bürden will remove, 
When the good is done me. 



Children whom aright to guide 

Parents would endeavour, 
Mnst the father often chide, 

Or they'd prosper never. 
If Fm then a child of grace, 

Should I shun God ever, 
When He from sin's devions waye» 

Seeks me to deliver? 



Gracions are the thonghts of God, 

In the pain He's sending, 
Who here weeps beneath the rod, 

Reaps not woe nnending,^ 
Bat etemal joy shall taste 

In Christ's garden dwelling, 
That he shall be there at last, 

Now assnrance feeling. 



Often Gk)d'8 own children here 

Sow in tears and sadness, 
Bnt at length the long*d-for year 

Comes of joy and gladness ; 
For the reaping time appears, 

All their labours after, 
When are tam*d their grief and tears 

Into joy and langhter. 



Christian heart I courageonsly 

All the griefs that pain thee 
Gast behind thee joyfuUy, 

More and more sustain thee 
Let sweet consolation's light ; 

Ptaise and honour give you 
To the God of love and might, 

Hell help and relieve you. 
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ÜB THOU OOHTBNTBDl 

BE thoa oontented I aye relying 
On thy Qtxi, who life is giving, 
For He hath joys soul satisfying^ 
Wanting Hirn — ^in vain thy striving. 
Thy Spring is He, 

Thy Sun that ever 
Rejoioeth thee, 
And eetteth never. 

Be thou oontented I 



He lightens, comforts, and Supports thee, 

True in heart, by goile unstainM ; 
When He is near nought ever hurts thee, 
E'en when smitten sore and pain^ 
Gross, need, and woe 
He soon averteth, 
O'er the last foe 
His powV asserteth. 

Be thou oontented ! 
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How it fareth with thee and othera, 
Truly none fiom Hirn ooncealeth. 
He ever from on high disoovers 
Bnrden'd hearts, and for them feeleth. 
Of weeping eyes ' 

The tears He counteth, 
The pile of sighs 
'Fore Hirn high monnteth. 

Be thou contentedl 

When not another on earth liveth, 

To whom safe thou may'st confide thee, 
Hell faithful prove, who ne'er deceiveth, 
And to happiest end will guide thee. 
The Beeret grief 

Thy soul that bowetb, 
And when relief 
To give, He knoweth. 

Be thou contented I 

The ßighing of thy soul He ever, 
And thy heart's deep plaint is hearing ; 

What to another thou wouldst never 
Teil, reveal to GK)d, ne'er fearing. 
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He is not fiir» 

Bat standeth near thee^ 
Who poor men's pray'r 

Marks, soon will hear thee. 

Be thou oontented I 

To God deave, He'll salyation show thee, 

Let not anguish then depress thee ; 
Although devouring flooda o'erfiow thee, 
Bise above it, He will bless thee. 
When 'neath the load 

Thy back low bendeth, 
Thy Prince and Gkxi 
Soon succoTir scndeth. 

Be thou oontented ! 

Why for thy life should care so grieve thee, 

How to nourish and sustain it ? 
Thy Gk)d, who ever life doth give thee, 
Will provide for and maintain it. 
He hath a band 

With gifte o'erflowing, 
On sea and land 
For aye bestowing. 

Be thou oontented I 
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Who for the forest soogsters cweüit 
, To their daily portion leads them, 
For sheep and ox enough prepaieth, 
Slakes their thirsty with plenty leeds them ; 
He'll care for thee, 

Thee, lone one I filling, 
So bounteously 
Thy hunger BtiUing. 

Bethouoontented! 

Say not, the means nowhere appeaieth, 

Where I seek, my effort fidleth ; 
God this high name of honour beareth, 
Helper, when no help availeth ! 
When thou and I 
Fail to disoover 
Hirn, Bpeedily 
Hell HS recover. 

Be thou oontentodl 

Alihough away thy help is stayingy 

He will not for ever leave thee ; 
Tho' anxions makes thee His delaying, 

Tis for thy gerater good, believe me. 
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What on the way 

To oome ne'er hasteth, 
Doth longer stay, 

And sweeter tasteth. 

Be thou contented ! 

Though 'gains} thee hosts of foes are scheming, 

Lei not all their lies affright thee ; 
Still let them rage against thee, deeming 
Qtod will hear it and will right thee. 
Doth God Support 

Thee and thine ever ? 
The foe can hurt 
Or ruin never. 

Be thou contented ! 

To each his share of ill is given, 

Would he only see and know it ; 
No conrse on earth so fair and even, 
That no trouble lurks below it. 
Who can declare, 

" My hoiise was ever 
All free from care, 
And troubled never?" 

Be thou contented I 



and Consolaiion. 
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So must it be, in vain our grieving, 

AU men here must Buffer ever, 
Whate'er upon the earth is living, 
Evil days avoideth never* 
Affliction's blow 

Doth oft depress us, 
And lays us low, 
And death then frees üb. 

Be thou contented ! 

A day will dawn of rest and blessing, 

When our God will oome and save us 
From the vUe body's bands depressing. 
And the evils that enslave us. 
Death soon will come, 

Prom woe deliver, 
And take üs home 
Then all together. 

Be thou contented ! 



He'U bring us to the hosts in glory, 
To the chosen and true-hearted, 

Who when they clos'd this life's sad story, 
Hence in peace to joy departed, 



2o8 



Songs of the Orosa 



And on the shore, ' 

The eyer-Texnaly 
Hear evermore^ 

The voioe etermL 

Be thou oontented ! 



A soM ov CHBisnAxr ooKaoiATHnr axd jot. 

IS Grod for me ? t'oppose me 
A thousand may uprise; 
When I to pray*r arouse me> 
He'll chase mine enemies. 
And doth the Head hefriend me^ 

AmlbeloVdhyGW? 
Let foes then rise to rend me^ 
The wild opposing brcx>d ! 

I know — ^from faiih nooe moTes me, 
I boast — nor feel I shame, 

That GKxl as father loves me. 
In Hirn, a friend I claim. 



and OofMoZorfwm, 
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Whene'er the tempest rageth, 
At my right band is He, 

Its violenoe assuageth, 
And peaoe restores to me. 



My fi|ith seourely biiildet}i 

On Jesus, and His blood ; 
This, and this only, yieldetli 

The true etemal good. 
The Ufa that my soul liveth, 

Finds nothing on the earth ; 
What Christ the Savionr givelh 

Of all cor loye is worth^ 



My Jesus is my Glory, 

My Splendour, and olear Light, 
liv'd He not in and for me, 

Before God's eye so bright, 
And 'fore His pure throne never 

Gould I a moment stay, 
Must quickly flee for ever, 

As wax *fore fire away. 
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My Jesus dedth subduetb, 






My sin remitteth quite, 






He washeth aad renewetii, 






The crimaon inaketJi T^hite. 






I joy in Hirn, can ever 






A hero's courage feel, 






And judgment fear dare nevor, 






As thoiigh undeansöd still« 






Nonght, nooghte can 6*er oondemn me, 






My courage take away ;. 






HelPs flamea can ne!er p'eirwhejna me, 






For me they're quei^cfeU fer aye. 






No sentence e'er can move me, 






No evil e'er deject, 






My Saviour wha dotix love me> 






Doth with His wings piotect. 






Eis Spirit in me dwelleth. 






And ruleth every poVr, 






All pain and sorrow stilleth« 






Dispels all clouds that lowV. 
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Wbat He in me implanteth^ 
He blesseth every hour^ 

Help to say " Father " granteth, 
With every ransom'd pow*r. 



When heart with. terror bieaketh^ 

And weak and wom I feel, 
Woids whispers He and speaketh 

That are unspeakable ; 
My mouth can frame them neyer^ 

To God they are well known, 
Who what delights Hirn ever 

Discovers in His own. 



His Spirit mine relieveth 

With words of oomfbrt blest, 
Shows how God sucoour giveth 

To all who seek His rest; 
And how a new and golden 

Fair city rear'd hath He, 
Which here from sight withholden, 

My joyful eyes shall see. 

p 2 
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My manmon's there so splendid, 

Prepar'd in yonder land; 
Though when my coarse is ended, 

I fall-^Heav'n atill doth stand. 
Thongh care here often saddens 

And canseth tears to flow, 
My Jesu's light oft gladdena 

And sweetens every woe« 



Whoe'er to Jesus bindeth 

Himself, doth Satan liate, 
He's troubled xaach and fiudeth 

His bürden sore and g^eat ; . 
To siiffer scaroe is able, 

Disgrace and scorn he meets, 
The cross and every tronble 

As daily bread he eats. 



My mind this dear peroelyeth, 
Tet am I undismay'd ; 

To Thee my heart ^ye cleaveth, 
On Thee shall cares be laid. 



and Consoiation, 
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Though life and limb it cost me 
And everything I have, 

ünshaken shall I tnist Thee, 
Thee never shall I leave. 



The World may ruin shiver, 

Thoa liv'st etemally, 
Nor Bword nor flame shall ever 

Divide *twixt Thee and me. 
Ko thirst nor gnawing hunger, 

No pain nor poYerty, 
Nor mighty prince's anger 

Shall ever hinder me. 



No angel, nought that gladdens, 

No throne nor majesty, 
No love nor aught that saddens, 

No grief nor misery, 
Nor aught that man discoven, 

6e it small or great, 
Prom Tliee, my heav'nly Lover's 

Embrace can separate. 



ai4* 



8<mg$ ofihe (ko9» 



My heart witii joy ia fi|)ringing, 

And sad I caimot be, 
Tig füll of joy and einging, 

The sonshine doih it aee. 
The Sun tbat looks with pleasare 

On me is Christ my King; 
The glory beyond measnre 

That waita me, makes me ong. 



A 80va or cHRisnAV jot. 



w 



HY ahonld sorrow ever grieve me? 



Christ is near, 

What can here 
E'er of Hirn deprive me? 
Who can rob me of my heaven 

That God's Son, 

As mine own, 
To my faith hath given ? 



and Conaolatiän. 
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Kaked was I and ncswathM 

When on earth 

At my birth 
My first breatk I breatliM. 
Naked hence shall I betake me, 

When I go 

Prom earth's woe, 
And my breath forsake me. 

Nought — not e*en the life Tm living, 

Is mine own, 

Grod alone 
All to me is giving. 
Must I tben His own restore Hirn ? 

Tbough bereft 

Of each gift 
Stül shall I adore Hirn. 



Thoagh a heavy cross I*m bearing^ 

And my beart 

Feels the smart, 
ShaU I be despairing ? 



ai6 Sanga of the Orofs 



Qod can help me, who doth send it, 

He doth know 

Allmy woe 
And how best to end it. 



God oft gives me days of gladness, 

Shall I grieve 

If He give 
Seasons too of sadness ? 
God is good, and tempen ever 

Every hurt, 

Me desert 
Wholly can He never, 

Though united world and devil. 

All their pow'r 

Can no more 
Do than mock and cavil. 
Let derision now employ them« 

Christ e*en here 

"Will appear 
And 'fore all destroy them. 
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True believers shrinking never. 






Where they dwell 

Should reveal 
Their tnie colours ever. 
When approaching death would scare them, 

Still should they 

Patient stay 






And with oouiage hear them. 

Death oan never kill us even, 

But relief 

From all grief 
To US then is given. 
It doth dose life's moumfiil story, 

Make a way 

That we may 
Paas to heav'nly glory. 

Theie Fll reap endnring pleasure^ 

After woe 

Here helow 
Suffer'd in large measure. 
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Lasting good we find here never, 






All tbe earth 






Deemeth woith 






Vanisheth for ever. 






What iß all thiß life posseBsetii? 






But a band 






Fall of Band 






That tbe heart distresseÜL 






.Noble gifts timt pall äie ne^n 






Christ so free 






There gives me 






To enjoy for ever. 






Shepherd ! Lord I joy's fountain ever, 






Thou art mine, 






I am Thine, 






No one can us sever. 






I am Thine, because Thou gavcst 






Life and blood 






For my good, 






By Thy death me «avest 
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Tliou*rt mine, for I loiw and own Thee, 

Ne'er shaU I, 

Light of joy, 
From my heart dethrone Thee. 
Let me, let me soon behold Thee 

Face toface, 

Thy embraoe 
May it Boon enfold me I 



CHBIBIIAN DlYOTION TO GOD'S WILL. 

IINTO God^s own heart and xnind 
My heart and mind deliver^ 
What evil seema, a gain I find, 
E'en death is life for even 
I am His son, 
Who «pread the throne 
Of heaven hi^ above me. 
Tho' I bend low 
Beneath His blow, 
Tet Btdll SIs heart doth love me. 
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He ne'er can prove untrue to me, 
My Father aye must love me. 
And tho* He cast me in the sea, 
He only thus would prove me ; 

In what He good 

Doth county He woold 
My heart establish ever. 

And if I stand, 

His mighty band 
Will raise me, and deliver. 



Yain had my own poVr ever been, 

To have adom'd or made me ; 
In soul and body God is seen, 
He fonn'd and He anay'd me, 

Pkc'd mind and wit 

Qn the soni's seat. 
And flesb and bones did give me. 

Wbo thus so free 

Supplieth me 
Can ne'er mean to deoeive me. 



and CoMolatiofk 
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Say, where a place to lay my head, 

On earth had I attain^? 
LoDg sinoe had I been oold and dead 
Had Grod not me sustain^ 

With His stiong arm, 

That ever warm. 
And glad and healthy maketb. 

Whom He gives joy 

May praise employ, 
What He leaves, MLs and breaketh. 



Wisdom and understanding trae 

In Hirn are ever dwelling ; 
Time, place, to leave nndone or do, 
He knoweth, never failing. 

He ever knows 

Wben joys, when woes, 
Are best for those He loveth. 

Wbat'He doth here — 

Tbo' it appear 
Hl-^to be good ayo proveth. 
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Tfaou tbink'flt indeed, if thou Imst not 

What fleah and blood is yeanung 
To haye, that trial mars ihy lot^ 
Thy light to darkness tomiog. 

Of toll and care 

Thon ha3t large share^ 
Ere thou thy wish attaincMit» 

And dost aot ses 

Whatefver tJ»ee 
BefalBy thereby thou gMne«^ 



In tnith, He who lareated theo, 

His gloiy in theo ahowing, 
Hath long ago in His docree 
I>etermin'd7-«ll foreknowin^— 
What good for theo 
And thine will be, 
In faithfolness hell give it. 
• Curb thou thy will, 
WaitI bethouBliU, 
To His good pleasure leaveit. 



'. 






1 
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Whate'er to send, seems gopd to God, 






Twill be at last refreshing, 






Altfao' tboa call'st it cioss and load 






"1^8 fiaught with nebest blesang. 






Wait patiently. 






His giaoe to tbee 






He'll speedily disoover. 






All grief and fear 






Sball disappeac^ 






Like mist the biUs spread over» 






The. üeld, miless the stonn rage high, 






Its ripe fruits yieWeth never, 






So men were ruin'd utterly 






If all were prosp'ious evw. 






Thoughhealthitgives, 






And thus relieves, 






The bitter aloe paineih ; 






So must the heart 






With anguish smart, 






Ere it to health attaineth« 
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My Godl my God! into Thy band 

I joyfuUy now yield me, 
Keep me, a stranger in the land, 
E'en to the end, Lord 1 shield me. 

Deal withme now 

As well dost know, 
That I may profit by it ; 

Then more and more 

Thy glorious pow'r, 
Lord 1 show, and magnify it. 



Wilt cause Thy snn on me to shine, 
With pleasure, Lord, IUI share it; 
Should trial or mischance be mine^ 
Then patiently 111 bear it 
Of life the door 
Should it before 
Me open here stand ever, 

Where Thou lead'st me, 
• riljoyfully 
Go with Thee, shrinking never. 




Shonld I along tbe path of death, 

Through the dark Tale be treading, 
'Tis well, 'tls the appointed path, 
E'en there Thine eyes are leadingt 

My ShepherdI Thou 

Art all below 
To such an issue bringing, 

That I to Thee, 

Etemally, 
Shall songs of praise be singi]ig, 



cxnanT tht wat ükto thk i^bd, tbüst also in hqi, and hx shall 

BBINO IT TO PAflS.— PSAUf XZZVn« 6. 

COMMXT whatever grieves thee 
At heart, and all thy ways, 
To Hirn who never leaves thee, 

On whom creation stays. 
Who freest courses maketh 

FoT olouds, and air, and wind, 
And care who ever taketh 
A path £or thee to find. 
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Songiofthe Oross 



The Lord thou mnst repose on 

If thou wonldst prosper snre, 
His work mnst ever gaze on 

If thine ia to endnre. 
Bj onxious care and grieving, 

By self-oonsuming pain, 
Gk)d is not mov'd to giving ; 

By pray'r muBt thou obtain. 



1?hy grace that ever floweth, 

Father! what ia good, 
Ot evil, ever knoweth, 

To mortal flesh and blood. 
What to Thine eye all-seeing, 

And to Thy oounael wise 
Seems good, doth into being, 

mighty Prince, ariae 1 



For means it fails Thec never, 
Thou always find'at a way, 

Thy doing*8 bleaaing ever, 
Thy path like brighteat day. 



and Oonsolation, 
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Thy work can no one hinder, 
Thy labonr cannot rest, 

If Thoa desigD'st Thy tender 
Ghildien i^ould be bless'd. 



Though all the powere of evü 

Shoold rise up to resist, 
Without a doubt or cavil 

Qod, never will desist ; 
Eis undertakings ever 

At length He oarries throogh ; 
Wbat He desigDS He never 

Gau fall at all to do. 



Hope on, thou heart, grief-riveni 

Hope, and courageous be, 
Where anguish thee hath driven, 

Thon shalt deliv'rance see. 
God, from thy pit of aadness 

Shall raifle thee graciously ; 
Wait, and the sun of gladness 

Thine eyes shall early see. 



q2 
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8ong$ofike Oross 



Upl upI to pain and angcdsh 

A long good night now say ; 
Drive all that makes theo languish 

In grief and woe away. 
Thine 'tis not to endeavonr 

The niler^s part to play, 
God Bits as ruler ever, 

Guides all things well eacn day. 



Let Hirn alone — and tarry 

He is a Prinoe all wise, 
He shall Himself so carry, 

TwiU Strange seem in thine eyes, 
When He as Hirn heseemeth, 

In wonderfal decree, 
Shall as Himself good deemeth, 

O'eimle what grieveth thee. 



He may awhile still staying 
His comforts keep firom thee, 

And on His part delaying^ 
Seem to have utterly 



and OonsolaHon. 
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Forgotten and forsaken 
And put thee out of mind, 

Tbongh thou'rt by grief o'ertaken, 
Ko tiine for thee to find. 



Bat if thou never shrinkesty 

And true dost still remain, 
He'll come wfaen least thon thinkest, 

And set thee free again, 
Thee from the load deliver, 

That burdeneth thy heart, 
That thou hast carried never 

For any evil part. 



Hail I child of faith, who gainest 

The victory alway, 
Who hononr's orown obtainest, 

That never fades away. 
God in thy band will give thee, 

One day, the glorlous palm ; 
Who ne'er in grief did leave thee, 

To Hirn thoult sing thy psalm. 
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O Lord no longer lengihen 

Oor time of müeiy, 
Oar hBndfl and feet now strengüiea, 

And nntil death may we 
Bj Thee be watched and car'd for, 

In faithfülness and love, 
So oome we whero prepaar'd fw 

ÜB iB oor bl6B8*d abode. 



THOÜ mnst not altogetlier be 
O'eroome by sad vexation, 
God soon will cause to shine on thee 

The light of oonsolatian. 
In patienoe wait, and be thon still, 
And let the Lord do what He will« 
Ge never can do evlL 



and OonsoUUiafk 
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Is Ulis the firet time we have known 
And tasted sore afflictdon ? 

What have we had but grief alone 
On earth, and sore dejection ? 

We've had an ample share of grief, 

Tet Qod hath sometimes sent relief, 
A respite brief of gladness. 

Not so doth God ottr Fatber mean, 
Wben Eis afflictions grieye us, 

That no more shall Eis face be seen 
Tbat Hell for ever leave US ; 

His puiposes quite other are, 

That those wbo from Hirn wander &r 
By trial be reoover'd. 



It is oor natnre's evü mood 
Tbat wben in }oy8 we're living, 

We then forsake our bigbest good, 
Otirselves to license giving. 

We earüdy are, and deem more wortb 

The tbings and pleasures of tbe eartb, 
Tban 1^ tbat dwells in beaven. 
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God. therefore all our joys doth blight, 

Lets trials overtake us, 
Takes tliat wherein our hearts delight, 

Look up to Hirn to make us, 
That to Eis goodness and His pow'r, 
That weVe neglected heretofore, 

We may retum as children. 

Whea we retum to Hirn again 

He graciously receives us, 
To joy He turns our every pain, 

To laughter tams what grieves us ; 
To Hirn it is a simple art, 
He soon doth help to him impart 

Whom He with love embiaoeth. 

Afflicted band I oh, fall ye now 
With oontrite hearts before Him, 

Teil Him that ye in homage bow 
To His great name ; implore Him 

In grace your sins to take away, 

The load He on your backs did lay 
To bear, your wounds to bind up. 



and CkmsdUüion, 
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Graoe always before right must go^ 
And wrath to love yield erer ; 

His merest mercy, when we low 
Are lying, must deliver. 

His band it is upholds us all, 

If we let go^ then break and fall 
Must all our work to pieoes. 

On God's love must tbou eyer stay, 
Nor let aught oyerthrow thee, 

E'en wben the beay*ns sball pass away 
And eartb sball crasb below tbee : 

God promisetb His grace to tbee^ 

His word is clear, wbo fearlessly 
Trusts it, is ne'er deceiy^. 



So darest tbou His pow'r so gieat 
Ne'er doubt a moment eyen, , 

Wbo is it tbat dotb all create, — 
By wbom all gifts are giyen ? 

God dotb it, and His counsel wis3 

Can eyer ways and means deyise, 
Wben eyery man.despaiietb. 
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Seems help impoBsibld to thee? 

This shoald'st thon know howdver, 
Gk)d by onr narrow thoaghto can be 

Hemm'd and confinM never, 
This ne*er to ns alloweth He ; 
He everywhere, — His arm is free, — 

Doth mose than we öon fiithom. 

What ifl His wide dominion &ir? 

Tis fall of Taried w<mder ; 
He helpefth us wheti dark dei^iaif 

We helpiesfily cdnk under, 
To His great name this is the piaise, 
If thou wilt See His holy place, 

Thon must asoribe for evear. 



coid GoMÖUiiüM. 
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tBK ISZB nAUC OV SATm. 

HOW long, Lord, in forgetfulness 
And darkness wilt Thon leave me? 
How long will sonow on me press 

And deep heart-angnish grieve me ? 
Wilt Thou Thy face, Lord, ntterly 
Tnm from me ? wilt ne'er look on me 
Li graoe and in oompassion ? 

How long shall I, thy stricken child, 

Bereft of sool-rest languish ? 
How long shall storm and wind so wild, 

Fill heart with fear and anguish? 
How long shall my proud enemy, 
Who only meaneth ill to me, 

Exnlt o'er me in triumph ? 

Ah ! look an me, my Shield and Lord I 
Down from Thy holy heaven, 

And hear now my oomplaining word, 
My pray'r from heart grief-riven. 

GlTe to mine eyes, Lord, powV and might^ 

And do not let death's gloomy night 
80 speedily o'ertake me« 
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Por then, Loid, eViy enemy 

Wonld never oease to gloiy, 
And were I prostrate utterly, 

Wonld ever triumph o*er me. 
" There lieih he," the/d cry in j<^, 
** Who caiis'd os evermoro annoy, 

He's prostrate and ne'et riseth." 

I know them, and I know fall well 
The wickedness they Ve planning, 

Their hearts with ev^ evil swell, 
No good them e'er restraining. 

But Thoü, the fidthf al One, Lord, art, 

And those who choose Thee for their part, 
Thou neveimore foisakest. 

My Bool doth calmly trust in Thee, 

Thou true to me remainest, 
Qf malice and of subtlety 

The oouise, with pow'r restrainest. 
This makes my heart with joy o'erflow, 
That willingly dost Thou bestow 

Salvatbn om the tmsting. 
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Lord! for aye 111 trust in Thee, 
Tbou'rt my sole joy for ever ; 

ThoQ doest well, protectest me, 
Prom sorrow dost deUver. 

And therefore I my whole life long, 

WiU sing Theo oft a gladsome song 
Of praise and of thanksgiving. 
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Sbongfi of ißxmt anli Cj^anftsgibing. 



Fgratefül songs your voioes raise, 
All people here below, 
To Hirn whom angels ever praise, 
In heay'n His glory show. 

With gladsome BongB now fiU the aii 

To God OUT chiefest Joy, 
Who worketh wondera ev'rywhere, 

Whose hands great things employ ; 

Who from the womb to latest years 
Upholds the life He gave ; 

Who when no help from man appears 
Himself appears to save ; 



and Thanksgimng. 
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Who though otir way Bis heart oft grieves,' 

llaintains a gracious mood, 
Bemits the pains, the sin forgives, 

And doth us nonght but good. 

Oh, may He give a joyous heart, 

The mind from sorrow keep, 
And cast all care, fear, grief, and smart 

Into the ocean deep. 

And may His blessing ever rest 

On IsTael's favour'd head ; 
May all we do by Hirn be bless'd, 

May His salvation spread. 

May love and goodness toward us flow, 
'In bounteous streams each day, 

And every anxious care we Jmow, 
Be chas'd by Him away 

As long as beats each throbbing heart, 

Our Saviour may He be, 
Onr portion when fiom earth we part, 

To all etemity. 



When sinke the heart, when strengih deoays, 

By Hirn oar eyes be press'd, 
Then may we seq His open üeu», 

[n everlasting rest. 



SAU. X not MT OOD BS FBABIMO ? 

SHALL I not my God be piaising, 
And in Hirn not joyful be? 

For in all His works amazing, 
See I not Hjs care for me ? 

Is it not pure love that filleth. 
And His faithful heart o'erflows/ 
When He ever cares for those, 

Who do only what He willeth? 
All things run their course below, 
God's love doth for ever flow. 



and Thanksgiving, 
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Ab its brood the eagle over, 
Ever more its wings doth spread. 

So the Highest aye doth cover 
With His arms of pow'r my head. 

In the womb e'en of my mother, 
When to me He being gave, 
E'en the life that now I havQ, 

Waa He then my shield and cover. 
All things run their course below, 
God's love doth for eyer flow. 



Kot too great a gift He even 
Deem*d His only Son to be ; 

Hirn to death hath freely given, 
Me from fear of hell to free. 

Oh I Thou spring of boundless blessing, 
How could e'er my feeble mind 
Of Thy depth the bottom find, 

Though my eflforts were unpeasing ? 
AU things run their course below, 
God's loye doth for ever flow. 
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Aud the Holy Ghost to guide me, 
Noble Leader ! He hath gi^^n, 

Thai He throngh the world may lead me, 
Qhwaid to the ggte of heav^. 

Tbat my heart He may be filling 
With th'miclonded light of faith, 
That can break the pow*r of death, 

And hell's rage hath pow'r of stilling. 
All things nm their coarse below» 
God's love doth for ever flow. 



For my sonrs wdl-bemg ever 
Fall pro^ion doth He make, 

And in ev'ry need deliver, 
For tho body care doth take. 

When my pow'r, my best endeavour 
Gometh to extremity, 
Then my Gtod appears to me, 

With His might comes to deliyer. 
All things run their course below, 
God's love doth for ever flow. 



and Thankagiving, 
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All the things in earth and heaven, 
E'en where'er I tum my eye, 

For my benefit are glven, 
That they may my need supply. 

All that's living, all that's growing^ 
On the hills or in the woods, 
In the valcs or 'neath the fioods, 

GK)d is for my good bestowing. 
All things run their oourse below^ 
God's love doth for ever flow. 



When I sleep^ His eye is waking^ 
When I wake, He strength'neth me» 

Each new mom fresh courage taking, 
I new love and goodness see. 

Had my Qod existed never, 
Had His face not guided me« 
From sach ills so frequently, 

None could have deliver'd ever. 
All things run their course below, 
Gk)d's love doth for ever flow, 

B 2 
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'Gkkinst me many is the weapon, 
Forg'd by Satan's enmity, 

But no real hurt can happen, 
None hath yet beMleu me. 

God's own angel whom He sendeth, 
Wardeth off each deadly blow 
Aim'd by the untiring foe, 

Who our min thus intendeth. 
All things nm their course below, 
God's love doth for ever flow. 



Ab a &ther ne'er witlidraweth 
From bis child bis love away, 

Tbougb he often evil doeth, 
And from wisdom's paths dotb stray. 

So God's beart towards me movetb, 
All my sins forgivetb He, 
Kot in vengeance smiteth me, 

As a Fatber He reprovetb. 
All things run their course below, 
God's love dotb for ever flow. 



and Thanksffiving. 
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Ev'ry blow His band inflicteth, 
Though the heart with pain it rend| 

When my heart aright reflecteth, 
Is a token that my Friend 

Thinks on me, and tow'rds me yeameth, 
Me from this 111 world would free, 
That has so entangled me, 

ßy the cross to Him me tumeth. 
All things run their conrse helow, 
God's love doth for ever flow. 



This I know füll well, and never 
Let it from my mind depart, 

Christ's cross hath its limit ever. 
And at length must cease to smart. 

When the winter siiows are over 
Lovely summer will appear, 
Who can hope, from ev'ry fear, 

And from pain, shall they recover. 
All things run their course below, 
God's love doth for ever flow. 
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In God's love there is no ending, 
Ne'er a limit find I there, 

So my hands to Thee extending, 
As Thy child, I ndse my prayV. 

Father ! deign Thy grace to give me, 
That I may wiÜi all my might 
Thee embrace both day and night, 

All my life may never leaye'thee, 
And when life is o'er with me, 
Love and praise eternally. 



FBOTBOnOV QF «OD DT HOHEREO DAVOEBODB TOCBB QV WAJU 

HOW heavy is the bürden made 
That Thou upon our backs hast laid, 
God I the Lord of Hosts, 
God, whose anger rises high 
'Gainst workers of iniquity. 



and Thanksgiving. 
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The bwden is Ihe cruel tide 

Of war, that earth with blood has dyed, 

And fiird with bitter tears. 
It is a fire that rages high 
'Neath suns of almost every sky. 

The bnrden's great and hard to bear, 
Bat Thy streng arm and Father's care 

Are not to us unknown. 
Thou punishest, but 'mid the woe 
Tbou love and friendliness dost show. 

Bnt tme to Thee must we abide, 

For ne'er from us dost Thou quite hide 

Thy saving health and light. 
How many hast Thou given o'er, 
WeVe oft been shielded by Thy pow'r. 



In many a sad and weary hour, 
When gath'ring clouds did ö'er us loVr 

Above our anxious heads, 
Thou stiird'st the storm, whose mighty band 
Upholdeih sky and sea and land. 
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How often, Lord, by day and ni^t^ 
Gor enemies with craft and might 
Have threaten'd ns, Thy flock ! 
Bat, faithfal Shepberd ! Thon wast near, 
Bepeirdst the wolf and stiirdst our fear. 

Onr brethren are compeird to roam, 
Are driven forth from bouse and bome, 

Wbile we, Lord, still enjoy 
Eacb one bis seat beneatb tbe sbade 
By bis own vine and fig-tree made. 

Bebold I my beart, on every band 
Tbe towns and fields of many a land 

Are doom'd to ruin sure, 
Tbe bomes of men are overtbrown, 
Tbe bouses of our God cast down. 



But rest and order still remain 
Witb US, and we can still maintain 

Tbe worsbip of our God. 
God's mind from out His boly word 
'Mongst US is daily taugbt and beard. 



and Thanksgmng, 
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Wlioever this doth not perceive, 

Bat to the winds such thoughts doth give, 

Who in such bless^d light 
No grace, no loVe, no goodness find, 
How dark, thrice darken'd is their mindl 

gracious God ! preserve ns free 
Por aye from such stupidity ; 

Lord, give us gratitude, 
That songs of praise in sweetest tone 
We may present before Thy throne. 

To nought weVe done, or e'er can do, 
To Thee — to Thee alone is due 
The praise, fount of love ! 
WeVe earned destruction from Thy face, 
Thou deal'st with us in love and grace. 



Oh 1 may we meditate Thy grace, 

Till heart shall bum and tonguc shall praise, 

And give angelic zeal, 
That every throbbing pulse may be 
A note of praise, Lord 1 to Thee. 
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But let the tide of woe reoede, 
Bestoie to us onr joy, we plead, 

May peaoe to ob retani. 
How many in this vale of teors 
Have Derer witoess'd peaoeM yean ! 

Are we imworthy ? then with Thee 
We plead for helpless in&ncy, 

Who wTong have never done. 
Shall cradled in£mts feel the stroke, 
Shall they endure the heavy yoke ? 

Have pity, Lord! oh, tender heart! 
What heayy sighs, what bitter smart, 

From oor sad hearts are wrung ! 
No stone, our Saviour God art Thon, 
How canst Thou so afiäict ns now ? 

How grievous are our wounds and sore, 
They stink and fester more and more, 

But Thou canst heal them all. 
Pour in the oil of grace, that whole 
Gau make the body and the souL 
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This wilt Thou do, we oertainly 
Believe, although we nowhere see 

The xneaiiB in all the world. 
Bnt Thou in onr extremity 
Dost find Thine opportonily. 



TBAincsozyDro vor xbb xaaLASLäXKm ow fsaoi. 

PBAISE Gk)d ! for forth hath sounded 
The noble word of joy and peace, 
There's rest where strife abonnded, 

The swoid and spear their mtuderB oease. 
XJp] np I again, and hnng ye 

Now forth the sounding lyre, 
Grermany ! and sing ye 

In fall and noble choir, 
Your hearts and minds now raise ye 

And thank the Lord, and say, 
*' Thy graoe and goodness praise we 

For they endure for aye 1" 
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Twete just if Qod were drivisg 

Us in dire wrath fix)m 'fore His face, 
For witb tu still are thrivlng 

The thoms of sin that grow apaoe. 
In deed and trath we feel it — 

His rod of chastisement I 
ßnt say whoe'er can teil it — 

Who are they who repent ? 
WeVe only evil ever, 

God's true oontinnally, 
He helpeth to deliver 

From war and misery. 



With gratefol hearts o'erflowing 

We greet thee, noble gift of peace ! 
Where'er thou dweirst, now knowing 

How riclily thou dost ever bless. 
(Jod to thy keeping giveth 

Our good and happlness, 
Who woundeth thee and grieveth, 

In his own heart doth press 
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Griefs arrow, and in madness 
He quencheth in the land 

The golden ligbt of gladness 
With snicidal hand. 



What could this leason ever 

Grave on our hearts so solemnly, 
As forts laid low for ever. 

And towns that now in ruins lie : 
As fair and fertile meadows 

That-wav'd with golden gndn, 
Now wrapt in forest shadows 

And run to waste again. 
As graves füll of the bnried, 

Who feil in the dread honr 
Of battle in ranks serried, 

Whose like well see no more. 



man ! be now afflicted, 

And let thy tears in torrents flow, 
With countenance dejected 

To ponder to thy doset go ; 











»54 Songs o/Prake 

• 




What heretofore hath given 




Thy God, didst thou deride^ 






Thy Father who 's in Heaven 






Now tum'd bath to thy sidß. 






From fury and from pressing 






He tumeth for thy good. 






As if by love and blessing 






Gonstiain thy beart Qe woiüd. 






Awake tbee I now awake thee ! 






Thou bard, cold world awaken'd bei 






Ere doom's dread bour o'ertake thee^ 






By tbee unlook'd for, suddenly. 






Ye for the Saviour living I 






Unsbaken be your mood. 






The peaoe He now is giving 






Can only bnng ns good. 






Tbis lesson He is giving, 






Tbeendofall is nigb. 






Thou sbalt witb Hirn be living 






In peace etemally. 
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and Thankagiving. 
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O LOBD I X SOrO WIXH M ODTH ÄXD HEABX. 

LORD ! I sing with mouth and heart, 
Joy of my soul ! to Thee 
To earth Thy knowledge I ünpart^ 
Ab it is known to me. 







Thon art the Fonnt of grace, I know, 
And Spring aye fall and free, 

Whence saving health and goodness flow 
Each day so bounteoosly. 

What havo we here or what are we, 
Of good what can earth give, 

That we do not alone from Thee, 
Onr Father, Äye receive? 



The tent-like firmament who boilds^ 
Who spreads th' expanse of blue, 

Who sends to fertilize our fields 
Befreshing rain and dew? 
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Who warmeth us in oold and frost, 
Who shields us from the wind, 

Who Orders it that wine and must 
We in their season find^ 

Who is it life and health bestows, 
Who keeps ns with His hand 

In golden peace, wards off war's woes, 
From our dear native land ? 



The work is Thine, my Qod ! my Lord I 

And Thine must ever be ; 
Before our door Thou keepest guard. 

In rest we're kept by Thee. 

Thou feedest us from year to year, 

And coDstant dpgt abide ; 
When danger fills our hearts with fear, 

With help art at our side. 

With patience dost Thou ever chide, 

Nor long Thine anger keep, 
But Gastest all our sins ^side 

Into the ooean d^p« 



and Thanksgiving, 957 



Whene'er our burden'd hearts we raise 
To Thee, Thou'rt soon appeaa'd ; 

The help Thou send'st shows forth Thy praise, 
And our sad hearts are eas'd. 

Thou mark'st how oft Thy people weep 

And what their sorrows are, 
Their te^rs dost in Thy bottle keep, 

However small they are. 

Our deepest needs dost Thou supply, 

Thou giv'st what lasts for aye, 
Thou 1^'st US to our home on high, 

When hence we pass away. 

AwfLk«! my heart, awake and sing, 

And joyous be thy mood, 
Thy God who maketh everything 

Is, and abides thy good — 

Thy treasure and inheritance I 

Thy glory and delight ! 
Thy saving health and sure defence ! 

He keeps and guides thee right 



«5« 



Songs of Praise 



Why do thy cares both night and day 

Grieve thee so bitterly ? 
Upon thy God thy bürden lay, 

Who gave thy life to thee. 

Hath He not all the weary way 
From youth tili now thee led. 

Oft chas'd misfortune's cloads away 
That gather'd o'er thy head? 



In all His mle no oversight 

Gan happen, no mistakes ; 
Whate'er He does or leaves is rights 

A happy issue takes. 

Let Hirn work who doth all things weU, 

Nor with Hirn interfere^ 
And 60 tbon shalt in glory dwell« 

And peace enjoy while here. 
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rO OOD ALÖlrB BB GLäBt. 

HOW can it be, my highest Light ! 
That as before Thy face so bright 
All things must pale and vanish, 
That my poor feeble flesh and blood 
Can summon a courageous mood 
To meet Thee, and fear banish ? 

But dust and ashes what am I } • 
My body what but grass so dry ? 

What good the life I'm living ? 
What can I with my utmost pow'r? 
What have I, Lord I from hour to hour 

But what Thyself art giving ? 

I am a poor and feeble worm^ 

A straw, the lightest passing Storm 

Gould drive away before it. 
When Thou Thy band, that all doth stay, 
Dost on me e'er so lightly lay, 

I know not how t' endure it. 

82 
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Lord I I am nonght, bat Thon art He 
Who art all^all Mongs to Thee, 

And live and move I ever 
In Thee— if Thon me temfi'st, 
No Store of graoe to help suppli'st 

I can reooTer never. 

I am nnjust, bnt tme Thy heari, 
I evil am — Thon holy art, 

This thonght shonld shame be giving, 
That I in snch an evil stand, 
Shonld' from Thy mild patemal band, 

The least good be receiving. 

Nonght eise bnt ill from infancy 
üp e'en tili now IVe done to Thee, 

In sin was I begotten ; 
And didst Thon not in faithfulness 
My sin remit, and me release, 

Lost were I and forgotten. 



Let boasting then be far from me, 
What is Thy due I render Thee, 



and Tkanhagiving. 
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To Thee alone be glory ! 
Ohriat I may while I live below 
My spirit, and what thence may flow, 

With reyerenoe adore Thee. 

And if aught hath been done by me 
That is well done, it came from Thee, 

My pow'r could do it never. 
Thee thanks and honour, Lord I I bring, 
All my life long Thy praise 111 sing, 

And teil Thy glory ever. 



aONO OF IRANSBGIVIira AITXB OBEAT 80RB0W ADD AlTLIOnOH. 

AFTER cloud3 we see the sun, 
Joy we feel when grief is gone, 
After bitter pain and sore 
Gometh consolation's hoor. 
Then my soul that'sank befote, 
Even down to hell's dark door, 
To the heav'nly choir doth soar. 
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He *fore whom the world shall flee, 
In my spirit oomforts me, 
With Hifi high and mighty band, 
Teara me from the hellish band. 
With the love to me He ahows, 
Swells my heart and overfiows, 
And my blood with rapture glows. 

Did I e'er 'neath sorrow bend ? 
Did my heart grief ever rend ? 
Have I e'er been vexöd sore ? 
Satan e'er foord me before? 
Aye — ^but henoeforth am I free, 
Faithfully thou shieldest me, 
My saLvatian oomes from Thee 1 

What thou mean'st, my bitter foel 
By thy deeds tow'rds me I know ; 
Truly thou with all thy pow*r 
Seek'st me ever to devour. 
Had I too much trusted thee, 
Then had'st thou, ere I could see. 
In thy snaies entangled me. 
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All the guile I know fall well 
That in thy bad heart doth dwell ; 
Thou my God malign'ßt to me, 
Tum'ßt His praise to obloquy ; 
Speaketh out His loving heart, 
Reepe He silence on His part, 
All He doth dost thou pervert. 

If I hope and look for good, 

If I'm in a joyous mood, 

From my mind thou driv'st away 

Every good thought — and dost say : 

" God doth far from thee abide, 

Kiseth high misfortune*s tide 

Bonnd thee now on every side." 

Hence depart I thou lying mouth, 
Here is God*s own ground in truth, 
For the face of God is here. 
And the beauteous light and clear 
Of His favour, here doth rise. 
All His Word and counsel wise, 
Op'd are now before mine eyes. 
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God iets none in sadness stay, 
He with shame drives none away, 
Who themselves np to Hirn give, 
With the whole heart to Hirn cleave, 
Who their cares on Hirn aye cast, 
And hope in Hirn — joy at last, 
For the soul and body taste. 

Though it comes not as we will, 
Just to-day — ^yet be thou still, 
For perchanCe to-morrow may 
. Be the btight and joyous day. 
God*8 time oomes with measur'd step, 
When it oomes Eis word He'U keep 
Aüd joy's harvest we shall reap. 

Ah ! how often did I think, 
•As my feet began to sink 
'Neath the heävy loail of cai«; 
In the nfii^of blank despatf, 
Now thefe is no hope for me, 
Best for me there cannot.be 
Till I enter death's dark sea. 
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But my God put forth His pow'r 
To avert and to reatore, 
That I ne'er enougli can teil 
What His arm hath done so well ; 
When ao path I could descry, 
When no help to guide was nigh, 
Help Grod Bent me from on high. 

When I timid and perplex'd 
Often have my spirit vex'd, 
Sleepless toss'd thro' all the night, 
Sick at heart when dawn'd the light, 
When heart fail'd me utterly, 
Hast Thou then appear'd to me, 
Tuming my captivity. 

Kow as long as here I roam, 
Have on earth a house and home, 
Tore tnine eyes continually 
Shall this thing of wonder be. 
. All my life long shall I bring 
Offerings of thanks, and sing 
Songs of praise to God my King. 
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Bvery grief and every smart, 
By th'etemal Father*s heart 
Ever yet appointed me, 
Or that may hereafter be 
Choflon for me, all my days 
From His gracious hand always, 
m reoeive with joy and praise. 

I will tread woe's bitter path, 

I will onward go to death, 

I into the grave will go, 

Still my heart with joy shall glow. 

Whom the Highest will raise high, 

Whom th' Almighty standeth nigh, 

Ne'er can perish utterly. 



TRB 23BD PSALM OV DAVID. • 

THE Lord, the earth who ruleth. 
And with His hand controlleth, 
Whose goodness never endeth, 
He watcheth me and tendeth« 



and Thanhsgwing. 
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As long as He is near me 
With every gift He*ll cheer me, 
Of fulneßs overfiowing 
The riches aye bestowing. 

By pastures green He leads me, 
With gladness there He feeds me, 
From purest Springs revives me, 
In need He öounsel gives me. 

And when the soul is fearful 
Through grievous thoughts and careful, 
He comfort giveth ever 
And knows how to deliver. 

My Steps aright He leadeth. 
And what to de me guideth. 
And for His name's sake glorions 
O'er fear makes me victorions. 

Though often left to ponder, 
While in dark vales I wander, 
No evil fear I ever. 
Distress o'ertakes me never. 
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Thou standest still beside me»' 
From wicked men dost hide me, 
Thy rod and staff protect me. 
And no fear ean deject me. 

My table Thou preparest, 
For my refreshment carest, 
When foes are plotting round xne, 
And seek to pain and wound me. 

My head with oil anointest, 
My empty soul appointest 
Of every good and pleasure 
A füll o'erflowing measure. 

The goodness Thou bestowest^ 
The mercy that Thou showest, 
Till life itself forsake me, 
Shall glad and joyfiil make me. 

Thy Service will I never 
Forsake, but praise Thee ever. 
In Thy house where Thou livest, 
Beward to goodness givest. 
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As long as life is given 
On earth here, and in heaven 
Where I shall stand before Thee, 
m «vermore adore Thee ! 
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Moxnivii avib IBbentns Sons0* 



THE golden moming, 
Joy her adorning, 
With splendour near us 
. Draweth, to cheer us 
With her heart-refreshing and lovely light. 
My head and members 
Lay wrapt all in slumbers, 
But now awaking. 
And sleep from me shaking, 
Heaven's bless'd sunshine doth gladden my sight 



Mine eye beholdeth 
What God upholdeth, 
Made for His glory, 
To teil the story 



Evening Songs, 
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To US of His power and might so great, 

And where the Father 

The faithful shall gather 

In peace, whenever 

Earth's lies they sball sever 
And leave this mortal and perishing State. 



Come ye with singing, 

To God be bringing 

Groods and each blessing — 

All we're possessing — 
All be to God as an ofifering brought. 

Hearts with love glowing, 

With praises o'erflowing, 

Thanksgiving voices, 

In these God rejoices, 
All other ofi'rings without them are nought. 



To morn and even 
His thoughts are given, 
Increase He giveth, 
Sorrow relieveth^ 
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These are the works that He doetb alone. 

When we are sleeping 

Watch is He aye keeping, 

When we're awaking 

Care still of us taking. 
He makes the light of His grace to shine down. 



My thonghts Fve raisdd 

To Thee who'rt praisöd 

For aye in Heaven 1 

Sucoess be given, 
May all my endeayonrs nnhinder'd be ! 

From ev'ry evil 

And work of tiie devil, 

All malice ever, 

OhdoThoudeliver! 
In all Thy precepts establish T^ou me 1 

May't pleasure giye nie, 
May no pain grieve me 
To see flow over 
The cup my brother 



JEJvening Songs. 
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Or neighjbour hath, with Thy blessings so free. 

Covetous buming 

And unchristian yeaming 

For ill poßsessions, 

Blot out such transgressions, 
Gast them, Father 1 all into thesea I 



The life we're livüig 

What is it girmg ? 

Ere any thinketh 

To ground it sinketh, 
Soon as the breath of the grave on it blow. 

All things together 

Dread ruin must shiver, 

The earth and heaven 

They must perish even, 
Wrapt in the flames that shall ardently glow ! 



All — all decayeth, 
But God still stayeth, 
His thoughts they wayer 
A moment never, 
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Eis Word and will both etenmlly 'dnre. 

His graoe and &vour 

Uninjur'd are eyer, 

Deadly woonds healing, 

The heart with peace Alling, 
Health here and yonder to ns they ensure. 



My GK)d for ever 

DoThoudeliver! 

Shield me, and cover 

My debts all over, 
In grace, Thine eyes from my ains tum away. 

Govem and guide me, 

Be ever beside me, 

As it is pleasing 

ToThee! am T placing 
All in Thy band and disposal foT aye. • 



Wilt Thou give ever 
To me whatever 
My life is needing ? 
May I be heeding 



Evening Sangs. 
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Erer the faiihfal word spoken by Thee. 

QodL is the highest, 

The greatest, the nighest, 

Gracions is ever, 

Ib changeable never, 
Of all onr treasures the noblest is Ue« 



Wilt Thou then grieve me, 

(jail to drink give me ? 

Mnst I be passing 

Through cares harassing ? 
Do then as seemeth it good unto Thee. 

Whate'er supporteth, 

Is usefiü or hurteth, 

Itou knowest ever. 

And chastenest never 
Too mach, in case we o'erborden'd shonld be. 



Trial God sendeth, 
Speedily endeth 
The stonns of ooean, 
The wind's oommotioD 
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Lightens the Bunshine so gladsome and oright 

FulneBs of pleasure, 

And glorions leisore, 

Will then be given 

To me in yon Heaven 
Whither my thoughts aye to tarn take ddight. 



▲WAKB, KT HBABX ! 

AWAKE, my heartl be singing. 
Fraise to thy Maker bringing, 
Of every good the Giver, 
Who men protecteth ever. 

As shades of night spread over 
Earth as a pall did cover, 
Then Satan sought to have me. 
Bat Gk>d was near to saye me. 
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Wlien Satan wonld devour me, 
ThoUy Father I spreadest o'er me 
Thy wing, Thou me embraoed'st, 
AU fear away Thou chased'st. 

Thoa said'st» '* Lie stül, I'm near thee ; 
In spite of him who'd tear thee, 
Sleep, childl let nonght afiEright thee, 
The snnlight shall delight thee." 

Thou tmly, Lord I hast told it, 
The light — ^mine eyes behold it^ 
From dangers hast releas'd me, 
Thou hast renew'd and bless'd me. 

Thou sacrifice would'st ever, , 
My gifts I bring Thee hither, 
The offerings Fm bringing 
My pray'rs are and my singing. 

• 
Such Thou disdainest never, 
The heart Thou can'st search ever, 
Thou know'st none can deceive Thee 
No better can I give Thee« 
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Thou wilt, Lord ! be endmg 
Thy work in me, and sending 
Who in bis hands will take me, 
To-day bis eare will make me. 

May I in all Fm doing 
Wiae oonrses be pursuing, 
Begmning, middle, ending, 
May all to blies be tending. 

Tby blessings ricbly give me, 
My beart would now reoelTe Tbee, 
Tby Word as food be given 
To me tili I reacb Heaven. 
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FRAXBB TB JBBOTAB I 

PBAISE ye Jehovah, 
All ye men who fear Hirn ! 
Lei ns with gladness to Hk name be singing, 
Be thanks and praises to His altar bringing. 
Fraise ye JeLovali ! 

The life we're liying 

Who is ever giving ; 
Care all the night who like a iather taketh, 
And who with gladness us from sleep awaketh. 
Fraise ye Jehovah 1 

That we enjoy them, 

And can still employ them, 
Out mind and senses and our every member, 
Thanks do we owe for this let ns remember. 
Fraise ye Jehovah ! 
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By flames o'erpowering, 
Us and oura devouring, 
From house and homestead that we've not been 

driven 
We owe it to the care of Godi in Heaven. 
Praiäe ye Jehovah I 

That no thief, breaking 

Through our doors and taking 
Our property, and us assanlting hurt us, 
Is that He sent His angels to support ii& 
Fraise ye Jehovah I 

Oh, £uthful Savioiirl 

Fount of every favour ! 
Ah I let Thy kindnesa and protection hover, 
By day and night our life at all times over. 
Fraise ye Jehovah I 

Deign, Lord, to hear us, 

And to-day he near us I 
Supported by Thy graoe, may nqpght e'er hinder 
Our progress ; and, in need, help speedy render. 
Fraise ye Jehovah I 
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Our will snbduing, 

Make us Thine be doing, 
Teach us to labour faithfuUy ; whenever 
Beneath the load we're sinking, then deliver. 
Fraise ye Jehovah l 

Do Thou direct os 

When Thou dost afiSict ns, 
That we may never mock ; but be preparing 
Befbre Thy throne hereafter for appearing. 
Fraise ye Jehovah I 

And all tme-hearted 
Who're by grace converted 
Wilt Thou, Lord, come for, and by graoe be 

bringing 
Where all Thine aogeltf evermore are singing, 
Fraise ye Jehovah I 
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THE daylight disappeareüi, 
It fleeth, and night nearaHi, 
Its gloom is spreading o'er us, 
With slumber to o'erpower us 

And all the wearied earth. 
The working day now endeth, 
My haart to Thea asoendeth, 
For toil and rest who'st given 
The moming and the even,— 

In praise my heart hursts forth. 

Break forth, my heart, in singing, 
Praise to thy Maker hrlDging, 
Who soul and body giveth, 
More good than heart conceiveth, 

Or tongue can ever teil ; 
No moment passeth over 
That doth not much discover 
Of goodness overflowing, 
He's aye on us bestowing, 

Each hour doth show it well« 
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Just as the shepherd's treasure, 
The sheep in boundless pleasure 
0*er greenest pastures wander, 
Their guardian'a guidanoe nnder, 

With free and fearless mind, 
ThemselTes with flowers filling, 
Their thirst at fresh Springs stilling, 
So me to-day hath guided, 
With every good provided, 

My Shepheid, good «nd kind. 



6od hath not me foiBaken» 
Though I sin's course have taken, 
Not fearing e'er to leave Hirn, 
By waywardness to grieve Hirn, 

And wound His Father-heart. 
Let^ Father, Thy zeal never 
Bum 'gainst ine, nor me sever 
From Thee and from Thy bleesing ; 
My doing and transgressing 

Awake regret «nd smart. 
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Oh ! hear me, Father, praying, 
My way wardnesa and straying 
From Thee, my evil doing, 
Into the ocean throwing, 

Forgive etemally. 
But may Thine angels hover 
Bound me, and be my cover, 
All evil from me keeping ; 
With Thee will I be deeping, 

ni rise again with Thee* 



Now may mine eyelids closing 
Be peaoefully reposing, 
All free from care and sorrow, 
Till on the golden morrow 

I joyfully awake. 
Thy wings shall shield me ever, 
The enemy fihall nevet 
Thy flock and me endanger, 
Whom day and night in anger 

Eis prey he seeks to make. 
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When silent or wlien talking, 
When sitting or when Walking, 
To Thee Fm whoUy given, 
Thou art my lifo from heaven, 

This Word is true and sore. 
In every undertaking, 
In sleeping hours and waking, 
My fortress art Thou ever, 
Thine arm doth aye deliver, 

My bliss doth aye endure. 



KOW SPRXAD ASB EVBKIHa'S BHADOW& 

VrOW Bpread are evening's shadows, 
^^ O'er forests, towns, and meadow», 

And sleepeth ev'ry eye ; 
Awake my pow'rs and sing ye. 
And pray'r and praises bring ye, 

That yonr Creator please on high I 
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OSünl whereartthouTani^'d? 
The night thy light haih baoish'd, 

The night of day the foe ; 
Qo then» for now appeareth 
Anoiher San and cheereth 

My heart— 'ÜB Jesas Ghzifii^ my joy ! 



WeVe Seen the day^ dedining, 
The golden stars are ahining 

In yonder dark-blue eky. 
There shall I be for ever 
When God doth me deiiver, 

From this low yale ormisery. 



To rest the body hasteth, 
Itself of dothes divesteth, 

Type of mortality 1 
ril put it ofi^ and o'er me 
Christ will the robe of glory 

ThroWy and of immortality I 
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Head, hands, and feet so tirM 
Are glad the da/s expirM, 

That work comes to an end ; 
My heart be fill'd with gladness 
That God from all earth's sadness, 

And from sin's toil relief will send» 



Lie down, my members tirM 
Upon your couch desirW, 

Lie down my wearied head ! 
A day and hour ie nearing 
Theyll be for you preparing 

Beneaih the sod, a quiet bed. 



Mine eyes scarce ope are keeping, 
A moment — 111 be sleeping, 

Where's body then and soul? 
In grace Thy care then make me, 
May evil ne'cr o'ertake me, 

Thou Shepherd Lord of Israel I 
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Jesus, be my ooyerl 

And spread both Thy wings over 

Thy child, and shield Thou me I 
Though Satan wonld devoor me, 
Let angels ever o'er me 

Sing, " This child shall aninjur'd be T 



And yon, my well belovM ! 
Shall by no ill be mov^ 

No danger shall betide. 
God peaoeful slumbeis send yon, 
With golden anns defend yon. 

Send goatdian angels to your sidel 
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60 forth, my heart, and seek delight 
In this Summer time so bright, 
The bonnties God displayeth, 
The garden's splendour go and see, 
Behold how God for me and thee 
Them gorgeously arrayeth. 



The trees with leaves are cover'd o'er, 
The earth with carpet spreads her floor 

Of green, all fresh and tender, 
The tulip and narcissiis wear 
Attire of finer texture &ir 

Than Solomon in splendour. 



The lark aspiring soars on high, 
Flies from her cleft the dove so shy, 

ü 
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And seeks the woodLind shadow ; 
The nightingale witb aong so raie 
Delights and filla the ev'ning air 

O'er monntain, vale, and meadow. 



Leads forth her litüe brood the hen, 
The stork builds near the hannts of men. 

And feed their yonng the swaUows ; 
The 8tag so swift, the roe so light 
Of £bot» come bonnding from the height 

Into the gnuHsy hollows. 



The broeklets mnrmnr in the sand^ 
And fringe the edge on either band 

With myrtle rieh in shadow; 
The shepherds and the sheep rejoioe, 
In joy and mirth you hear their voice 

Sound from the neighb'iing meadow. 



The bee throngh all the live-long honrs, 
Unwearied roams among the flow'rsy 
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Its precioiuB stores to gathet ; 
The Btrong jtiice of the vine each hour 
Is ever galning strength and pow'r 

Thifl glorioTis summet weather. 



While springeth fast ihe predous gndn, 
The young and old exult again, 

Fraise Hirn with all their powers, 
Whose benefits tinceasiDg are, 
With gifts so manifold and rare 

Who human nature dowers. 



I oannot rest, I never dare, 
In my Greator's gracious care 

My inmost soul rejoices, 
To God most High, when all things raise 
A song of universal praise, 

My voice shall join their voioes. 



Methinks it is so pleasant here, 
AU things so beautifal appear 

u2 
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In this our poor world even ; 
What will it be when earth we leave, 
And at its golden gates receive 

Glad welcome into Heaven? 



What parest light, what ecstasy, 
Will in the Saviour's garden be I 

How will it sound when 'fore Thee^ 
All with united heart and voice, 
Ten thousand seraphins rejoice 

And rev'rently adoie Thee. 



Ah! blessdd God, oh I wcre I theie 
Before Thy throne, and did I bear 

My branch of palm victorious, 
As angels do, my voice I'd raise 
Thine ever blessed name to praise, 

In songs of triumph glorious. 



But thongh I still am dwelling here. 
And still the body's bürden bear. 
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Can I be silent ?— Never I 
My heart, no matter where I be, 
Or here or there, shall bend to Thee^ 

In adoration ever* 



Helpl Lord, mj soul witb blessings crown, 
With blessings that from Heay'n flow down, 

That I may blossom everl 
And may the summer of Thy grace 
Cause frnits of falth to grow apace, 

Pruits that shall wither never. 



And may Thy Spirit dwell in me, 
May I a good branoh ever be 

Ingrafted in the Saviour I 
In Thine own garden may I be 
To Thy namens praise a goodly tree, 

Implanted by Thy favour! 

Grant me Thy paradise to share, 
And more fruit may I ever bear 
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Wlifle I am going thither. 
Tbine hoDoor, Lord, to me isdear, 
Thee and Thee only shall I here 

And jonder aenre for eTer. 







GOD ! who dort Heav Vs soeptre wield 
Wbat 18 it Ühat now makes onr fidd, 
And eveiything that it doth bear, 
Such sad and roin'd aspect wear? 



Nonght dae, in tnith, bat that the band 
Of men finom Thee on every band 
Have fidlen ntterly away, 
Tbeir goilt increadng eveiy day. 

They wbo aa God's own property 
Hia name shonld praise oontinuallyy 
And of God'a word abonld love the light, 
Like heathen are involv'd in night. 



Miscdlaneous, 295 



The Heav^ns are all with darkness clad, 
The finnamenfs clear light doth fitde ; 
We wait to see the b'ght again 
At dawn of day, but wait in vain. 

In ceaseless strifes inyoly'd men are, 
In eyery place is fearfal war, 
In -eyery comer hate and spite, 
Gontentions eyery class delight. 

The elements o'er all the land 

Are stretching out 'gainst ns the hand, 

And troubles from the'sea arise, 

And troubles oome down from the skies. 

It is a time of anguish sore, 
For huntedy plagaed their time before 
The people are into the graye, 
No rest to them do they yoachsafe. 

The source of joy beoometh sad, 
The sun hath oeas'd to make us glad, 
And all at onoe the clouds desoend, 
Shed tears that neyer seem to end. 
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Ah, child of man ! go weep alQne, 
Thy many grievona ema bemoan, 
Henoeforward from tby crimes refraiiiy 
Bepent, and bß thou clean again. 

Fall on thy knees, tbyself now Üirow 
On God, that He may mercy sbow, 
Tbat His deserved wratb may be 
By Hirn to graoe tnrn'd apeedily. 

He's faitbful, and aye troe will be, 
Nongbt eise desiretb but tbat we 
Witb reverenoe and godly fear 
To seek HiB mercy sbould draw near. 

Ab I Fatber, Fatber, bear our cry, 
Bedeem us, 'neatb sin's yoke we lie, 
From out tbe world drawn may we be. 
And Thou Tbyself tum us to Tbee. 

Subdue Tbou our rebdlioos mood. 
And make us, sinners, pure and good ; 
Wbom Thou dost tum, soon tum'd is he, 
Wbo heareth Thee, ig heard by Theel 
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And let Thine eye now friendly be, 
The angoish'd cry that reacheth Thee 
From earth, from our sad hearts« Loid, 
With gracious ear do Thou regard. 

Wrath's black robe tear off with Thy band 
And oomfort Thou us and onr land, 
And may the genial sun shine forth 
And ripen the fidr froits of earth. 

And, Lord, as long as we may liye 
Onr daily bread in boonty giye, 
And when the end of time we see 
The bread give of etemity ! 



tgS Muceüaneoua. 



w 



[OW gone is all the rain, 
Bejoioe mj heart again. 
Sing after times of sadness 
To Gk)d thy Lord with gladness ! 
Onr God His heart hath tum^ 
Oor pray'r He hath not spumki. 

On xxa and on onr land 
OutstretchM was His hand, 
In anger ns addressing ; 
He Said, «* Ye're aye tranB^pressing, 
In ways of sin ye wander, 
Nor eyer tarn, nor ponder. 

^ So shall my Heaven's light 
Its oonntenance so bright 
With robe of blackness cover, 
With dark clonds be spread over ; 
No longer shine in glory 
Bat shall be weeping o'er thee.** 



MüeeUaneous, 
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Appeas^d Eis wrath our sighs 
That to Eis ears did rise, 
For Be forgetteth never 
Eis mercy that dures ever, 
Eis Spirit toVrd us yeamingy 
Eis anger ceas'd fiom bnining. 



The clouds away then sped, 
The path the damp winds tread, 
From whence the rain descended. 
Was dos'd, the torrents ended, 
And from the deeps of Eeaven 
No waters more were giyen. 



Now wearied field away 
Thy robe of sadness ky, 
Arise from out thy sadness 
And let us hear with gladness 
Thee songs of summer raising, 
Thy great Creator praising. 
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The gloriouB sun, see there, 
Games forth i^ain so fair, 
With blessings earth doth ooTer ; 
Now all ihe ndns are over» 
Hills, Valleys are reoeiving 
Its woDdroos beams life-giying. 



The earth *8 reviVd again ; 
What drown'd was by the rain 
Will onoe again be living 
And precioos fruit be giving» 
The fields good wheat forth bringing, 
In meadows grass be springing. 



The trees so very fidr 
FnuMaden will stand there ; 
From hill-sides like a riyer 
Will wine and oil flow ever; 
In warm and qoiet weather 
Will bees their honey gather. 
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Our portion He will give 
Who in the Heav'ns doth live. 
Hell bounteously bestow it, 
We shall partake and know it ; 
And what earth will supply us 
Will amply satisfy us. 



Qod &ithrul is and true, 

His mercy's ever new, 

His anger soon is tumkl. 

He gives what we've ne'er eam^ 

He doth Himself disoover 

To 118, our sins looks over. 



man! direct thy ways, 
And all thou dost, to preise 
Thy Master's love and favour, 
So that thy heart may never 
His faithful heart be grieving, 
To Hirn offenoe be giving ! 
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FÜLL of wonder, fuU of art, 
Füll of wisdom, füll of pow'r, , 
Füll of kindness, grace, and heart, 

Fall of oomfort flowing o'er, 
Füll of wonder, still I say, 
Lb Love's chaste and genüe sway. 

Those whoVe never met befope, 
Ne'er each other known nor seen, 

Never in the idlest hour 
Thus employ'd their tlioughts have been, 

Tet whose bearts and bands in bve 

' Tietb Grod wbo lives above 1 

^8 cbild dotb this &tber gulde, 
ITuit one trainetb bis eacb day, 

Eacb tbeir special wind and tide 
Speed upon their sep'rate way, 



* Thlf 8ong cned to be song in Gtemumj after wedding dlimeny i 
In Mine plices on the way to cbiiich befbre lolemiiization. 
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When the time appointed's there, 
Lo 1 ihey're a well-mated pair I 

Here grows up a pradent son^ 
And a noble daughtor there ; 

One will be the other'8 crown, 
One the other's rest from care 

Each will be the other'8 light» 

Bat from both 'tis hidden quite, 

Till it's pleasing in Eis sight 
Who the World holds in His powV, 

To all giyeth what is right 
Preely in th' appointed hour ; 

Then appears in word and deed 

What hath been by Hirn decreed, 

Then Ahasnerus' eye 

First doth quiet Esther see ; 
To where Sara peaceMly 

Dwells, Tobias leadeth He ; 
David then, with pliant will, 
Fetcheth prudent Abigail« 



304 MisceUaneaus, 



Jacob flees from Esau's fiice, 
And he meeteth BacheL fair ; 

Joseph m a foreign plaoe 
Serves, and winneth Asnath there ; 

Moses did with Jethro stay, 

And bore Zipporah away. 

Each one taketh, each doth ßnd 
What the Lord doth choose for him ; 

What in Heaven is design'd , 
Gomes to pass on earth in time. 

And whatever happens thus 

Order'd wisely is for ns. 

This or that might better be, 
Oft this foolish thought is ours ; 

But as midnight utterly 
Falls to be like noonday's hours, 

So the feeble mind of man 

Qod's great wisdom cannot scan. 

Whom Grod joins together live, 
What the best is knoweth He, 
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Out thoughts only can dcceive, 
His from all defects are free ; 
God's work standeth firm for aye, 
When all other muat decay, 

Look at pious children who 
Enter'd have the holy state, 

How well for them God dotU do, 
See wbat joys upon them wait ; 

To their doings God doth send 

Evernjore a happy end. 

Of their virtues the renown 
BloBsometh for evermore, 

As a shadow when is gone 
Of all other love the flow'r ; 

When trath faileth everywhere, 

Their'ß still hloometh fresh and fair, 

Fresh their love is evermoie, 
Ever doth its youth renew, 

Love iheir table Covers o'er, 
Sweetens all they say and do. 
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Love their hearts aye giveih rest» 
When they're burden'd and oppress'd. 

Thoügh things oft go crookedlyi 
Eyen then this love is still, 

Can the cross bear paüently, 
Tbinkiiig 'tis the Father^s wilL 

From this thoaght doth oomfort taate^ 

Better dayB will oome at last 

Meanwhile streams of blessing gires 
God with boiuity rieh and free, 

Mind and body He relievea. 
And the house too foimdeth He^^. 

What is small and men despise» 

Makes He great and multiplies« 

And when all is over here 
That the Lord designs in love, 

For His &ithful children dear, 
Takeih them to oonrts abo¥e^ 

And with great deüght in gcaoe 

Folds them in His wann ei&biw»^ 
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Now tis ever füll of heart^ 
Fall of oomfort flowing o'er» 

Füll of wonder, fall of art, 
Füll of wisdom, fall of pcw'r, 

Fall of wonder, still I say, 

Is 1076*8 cfaaste and genüe sway. 
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H, Jesas Christi how bright and lair 

The State of holy marriage where 
Thy blessing rieh is giiren 
l^hat gracions gifts Thou dost bestow, 
What streams of blessing ey«r flow 
Down fpom Thy holy hcaven, 
When they 
Trae stay 
ToTheeever, 
Leave Thee never, 
Whose troth plighted, 
In one life have been nnited. 

x2 



Wboi man and wife are mated well. 
In harmony together dwell, 

Are fiuthful to each otber, 
The streamB of bliss flow oonstantly 
What blisa of angels is on hi^ 
Fiom hence may we disoover ; 
No storm, 
No worm 
Can destroy it, 
Can e'er gnaw it, 
What Qod giveth 
To the pair that in Hirn Uveth, 

He giveth of His graoe the boon, 
And in its bosom late and soon 
His own beloVd He keepeth, 
His arms He daily spreadeth o'er, 
Guards as a Father by His pow'r 
TJs and onr house, nor sleepeth. 
Still we 
Mustbe 
Here and thither 
Koaming ever, 
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Till He gives ns 

PiooB homes, and thus relieves ns. 



The hnsband's like a goodly tree 
Whofle branches spread so fair and free ; 

The wife a vine that giveth 
Mnch fruit, and nnrtnres what it bears, 
Whose froit increaseth with the years, 
Fmit that remains and liveth« 
Jewel, 
All ball I 
Hnsband's treasnre I 
House's pleasnre I 
Crown of honour I 
On His throne God thinketh on her. 



O wife ! the Lord bath cbosen thee 

That firom thy womb brought forth shonld be 

The folk His chnrch that buildeth ; 
His wondrons work goes on for aye, 
The mighty word His month doüi say, 

What thou beboldest, yieldeth, 
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SoEUBfair 
Stand ihef^ 
Paughters sitting 
Working, knitting» 
Finely spinning. 
And wiüi art time wisely winning. 



6e of gt)od cheer, it was not we 
Who first this order did decree, 

It was a higher Father, 
Who lov'd and loveth us for aye, 
And from whose lips when griev'd each day 
We fiiendly ooonsel gather ; 
Goodend 
Hell send, 
What we're doing 
And pursning, 
Or oonceiving 
Wise and happy isaue giving. 



A time will come, it cannot fidl, 
When we 'neath trials sore shall quail, 
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And tears be freely flowing ; 
To him who bears it patienüy, 
By God's grace sball bis sorrow be 
l'om'd into joy o'erflowing. 
Toil now, 
Wait tboa, 
He arrivetb 
Wbo rest givetb, 
Wbo can ever • 
Banisb care and soon deliver. 

Gome bitber tben, my King so btess'd I 
In trials guide, in pain give rest, 

In anxious times relieving 1 
To Tbee we sball ascribe tbe praise, ' 
Our bearts and voioes we sball ndse 
In one loüd song, tbanks giving, 
Tillwe 
Witb Tbee 
Ever dwelling^ 
And fttlfilling 
Tliy will eyer, 
Tby name oease to pndse shaU nevcn 
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LOBD Qod ! Thoa art for eveimora 
Thy people's habitation, 
And Thoa ezistenoe hadst before 

Was laid the earth's foundationl 
Ere yet the hüls b^an to be 
Thou lived'st in etemity, 
Of all things the beginning ! 

' Thou lettest all the crowds of men 
Throngh death's dark portale wander. 
And biddest them retnm agaln, 

Those others follow yonder. 
With Tliee a thousand years aie aye 
Like watch of night or yesteiday 
When it is gone for ever. 
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ThoTL leitest the base liosts of men 
E'en as a stream be flowing, 

And as a ship upon the main 
That faVring winds are blowing, 

And as a sleep and dream of night 

That when men wake at moming light 
They can no more remember, 

WeVe like an herb that early dies, 
Or grass in fields that groweth, 

That in the moming flonrishes, 
Ere night the mower moweth. 

So is't with man l he blooms to^y, 

To-morrow he is bome away 
If bat a breath doth toudi him I 

Becanse Thy wrath 'gainst us doth glow, 

. Lord ! we so early vanish, 

And for onr sins Thou lay'st ns low, 

And from Thy face dost banish. 
Onr sins TlTou sett'st before Thine eyes, 
Then doth Thine indignation rise 

In Thine heart ever holy I 
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Thia fiie it Ib ocfornaom in aU 
Our bones tbe narrow erer ; 

And hence it is that great or smail 
Fiom death escapeth nerer. 

And henoe our days aie paasmg oW 

Like tales that oft begnile vn. hoor 
And tfaat aie «oon forgotten. 

And soaioely dotii our life onoaith 
To s6V«Qty yeia:8 last even ; 

And what are all our laboan vorth 
If fouiwjore years be given. 

What is the snm of all onr galn 

From youth to age, but toil and pain, 
Heatt-soffow aad vexation ? 

We're ersr toiling füll of care, 
And ere we do bethink us 

To stop o«Lr work, lo I deatii is thore, 
Into the grave to fiink us. 

And speedily we paas away» 

Yet of their end none ever stay 
To think, nar of God'a anger. 
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teach us, Lord ! to thmk eaeh day 

üpon this earth's affliction, 
That when we think on death we may 

Grow wiser by reflection. 
Ah I tum on us again Thy ÜEMse 
And be at peaoe, God of gnioe 1 

With Thy rebellions childx«D. 

And early with Thy mercy free 

Be floul and body filling» 
And late and early, Lord, may we 

Thy glorious praise be telling. 
chiefest joy ! our hearts now cheer. 
And once more give us good tünes here, 

The days have been so evlL 

WeVe bome the eross these woary years, 
Now let Thy sun be »hining, 

Vouchsafe na langhter after tears, 
And pleasnre after pining. 

And evermore, Lord I make known 

Thy works of wonder to Thine own, 
Thine honour to Thy children. 
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Be Thou onr faithful friend and God, 

Establish ns for ever 1 
And when we err from wlsdom's road 

Give penitence and favour ! 
Tum Thou onr hearte i^in to Thee, 
May all onr works establish'd be, 

Crown all we do with blessing I 



▲ Bin HXBS BÄYZ I irKVEB.«rr8. CXIZ» 

AEEST here have I never, 
A guest on earth am I, 
HeaVn will be mine for ever, 
My Fatherland*s on higk 
Here np and down I'm driven ; 

In rest etemal there, 
God's glft of grace is given 
That endeth toil and care. 

What hath my whole life ever 
From youth been to this hour, 

But labour ceasing never, 
As long as I have pow'r 



and Etemtd Life. 317 



To teil of s days of angtush 
IVe past» and oft the night 
In sorrow did I languigh 
üntil the morning lighi. 



And on the ways IVe wandernd 

What storms have terrified, 
It blew, rain'd, lighten'd, thunder'd. 

Fear was on every aide. 
Hate, envy, Opposition 

Bag'd, undeserv'd by me, 
This was the sad oondition 

I must bear patiently. 



So liv'd the hononr'd fathers 

In whose footsteps we tread, 
From whom the saint oft gathers 

The wisdom he may need 
Of trial what füll measuro 

Had father Abraham, 
Ere he attain'd his pleasare, 

To his right dwelling came. 
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How Tongh too and tmevea 

The way that Isaac trod. 
And Jacob, who had strivoD 

And had proTail'd with God ; 
What bitter grief and wearing 

Feit he, what woe and smart ; 
In fear and in despairing 

Oft sank his fidnting heart. 



The holy aools and blesabd 

Went ferward on their raoe, 
They chang'd with hearts distresskl 

Tlieir wonted dwelling-place : 
They hither went and thither, 

Great Grosses bore each day, 
Till death came to deHver, 

Them in the graye to lay. 



In patienoB am I giving 
Myself to jnst such woe ? 

Could I be better living 
Than anch have Uv'd below ? 
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"ßan moBi we suffer ever, 
Here must we upwards strive ; 

Who fights not well shall never 
Ija joy etemal Uro» 



While on the earth Fni staying, 

My lifo shaU thus he spent, 
I would not be delaying 

For aye in this stränge tent. 
Along the patfas I wander 

That lead me to my home» 
God boundless comfort yonder 

Will giye me whm X coma. 



My home is high ahove me, 

Where angel hosts for aye 
Fraise Hiin whose heart doth love me, 

Who raleth all each day, 
Who aye preserve» and beaieth 

All in His hand of might^ 
Who Orders and prepareth 

What good seems in Eis sight 



1 
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Vor liQme my tiiM heait yeanieth. 




; 


Td^bdijÜaÜißrfss^ 




1 


From eiith away it tnineth 






Fram all Vwe here paas'd thioo^ 






Hie knger heie Fm staying 






IkaBofpieasaretastey 




I 


My spiiifs thhst alkyiii& 






The worid's an aiid wagte. 






The dwelling is nnliöly. 






The tronble is too great 






Why oom'st Thoo, Lord, so dowly 






To free me fram this state? 






Oome, make a happy endii^ 






Of all my wanderings* 






Bebef by Thy pow*r sendiitg^ 






From all my sofferings. 






Where IVe so long remaindd 






Is not my proper home ; 






Wben my life's end is gaindd, 






Tben forth from it Fll oome, 
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What here Fve needed ever 

111 put it all away ; 
When soul and body sever, 

Me in the grave they'll lay. 



Thou, who my Joy art ever, 

And of my life the Light, 
When death life's thread doth sever, 

Bring'st me to heav'n so bright, 
To mansioDs everlasting, 

Where I shall ever shine, 
E'en as the sun, while tasting 

Of pleasures all divine. 



There TU be ever living 

Kot merely as a guest, 
With those who crowns receiving 

From Thee are ever bless'd ; 
111 oelebrate in glory 

Thine ev'17 mighty deed, 
My portion have before Thee, 

From every evil freed. 

Y 
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CHsiBtuir JOY IN baAiA. 

MY face, why should'st thou troubled be 
When thou of death art hearing? 
know it, it cannot injare thee^ 
Contemplate it, ne'er feariDg» 
When thou dost know 
Death, all its woe 
AVill soon be disappearitig. 



Fh}m the old serpent's face first teär 

The mask he is assuming, 
And lo ! no poison more is there, 
'Tis harmless through the Coming 
Of Christ to save^ 
Who to the grave 
Went down, death thus o'erooming. 
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Thou, Lord, didst break our foe's great pow'r, 

His sting thua from him taking, 

The butt of scom he's evermore, 

No miflchief can be making. 

Thy precious blood 

Damps bis bot mood, 

His ardour 's him forsaking. 

Twas sin that was the sting of death, 

And on to dying drove us, 
For ever done away sin bath 
Our Saviour, wbo did love us. 
Its pow'r and might 
Is broken quite, 
Thocgb it to grief may move us. 

Now sin is dead, God's anger*s tum'd, 

He's reooncird ; the Saviour 
Hath bome the curse our debts had eamVl, 
Bestor'd us to God's favour. 
Wbo was our foe 
Our friend is now, 
Is fiill of graoe for ever. 

y2 
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It cannot be, if Thou'rt my friend, 
, That Thou would'st kill me ever ; 
Thy Father'e heart can ne'er intend 
To death me to deliver, 
And who is e'er 
Thy cbild and heir 
By ill is injur'd never. 

But Thou, Father! doest well 
When triala sore are grieving, 
When misery the life doth fiU, 
The waves around us heaving, 
That US Thy haiid 
To Fatherland 
Brings, from the floods relieving, 

When from the angry skies storms break. 

And mountains quake before them, 
The thunder of Thy wrath doth shake 
The hills, and pealeth o'er them, 
Then dost Thou come 
And takest home 
Thine own, Thou carest for them. 
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When rage around our enemies, 

Our injury are seeking, 
When lions, wolves, and bears arise, 
Their vengeance on us wreaking, 
Thou tak'st Thy sheep, 
Dost safely keep 
Them near Tbee, comfort speaking. 

And if the world treats evilly 

Hirn who to Thee is cleaving, 
Thou sayest, " Come to me, my son I 
Come, from me be receiving 
Love, pleasure, joy, 
That never cloy, 
That I for aye am giving," 

And angel hosts then joyfuUy 

Descend, and round us hover. 
And tend the soul so carefully ; 
And when life's course Is over 
To Gkxi on high 
It peacefully 
Gtoes with them 'neath their Cover. 
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The Lord His bride meets jojrfully 
And saith, " Now welcome ever, 
I haye espoiukl thee to me, 
To all mine own oome hither ! 
Whom I 'fore thee 
Have brought to me, 
From yon world did deliver. 

*' Thou trae and &ithfiil wast in heart, 

Wast ne*er asham'd to own me, 
And now receivest thou thy part, 
With crown of joy I crown thee. 
Thy part am I, 
Etemally 
Beside me I enthrone thee. 

" Of thine eyes now I dry the flood, 

Thy bitter tears am stilling ; 
Here tum'd is to thy highest good, 
The grief thou once wert feeling ; 
Of thy grief *s sea 
No one shall be 
Here save with rapture telling. 
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" All my belov'd ones clothe I here 

In pure white linen ever, 
With joy in hearen they appear, 
Here envy feit ia never. 
Here ia no death, 
No Gross nor scath, 
Good friends at all can sever." 

God! why should the thonght of death 

With terror make me shiver ? 

Tis he who '11 from the yoke beneath 

Of mis'ry me deliver. 

From tortare He 

Will set me free, 

I can r^ret it never. 

For death is the Bed Sea to me, 

Throngh which on dry land ever 
Thine Israel, so dear to Thee, 
Pass to the land of favour, 
Where milk and wine 
Flow ever in 
Füll streams that cease shall never, 
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It is heay'n'B golden door to me, 

The fiery car Gkid sendeth, 
Wberein my spirit speedily 
To ih' angel choir asoendeth, 
When God shall say 
** Thy working day 
Of life below now endeth." 

sweetest joy, O UessM lest! 

To all trne-hearted given, 
Gome» let mine eyes by Thee be preaaM, 
In peaoe take me to beaven. 
May I roam there 
liong pastnres fiiir 
Wbere day ne'er knoweth even. 

Wbat üih us bere, tbere will He give, 

Fnll measnre to ns bringing, 
Onr gratefnl songs shall He receive, 
From loymg hearts up-epringing. 
And tbere sball I 
Too, willingly 
Song after song be singing. 
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JOTFUL RKSIOirAIION TO A HAFFT OEPABTUHE VBOK THX8 WKABT 
WOBLD. 

T> E glad, my heart ! now fear no more, 
^ Let nothing ever grieve thee ; 
• Christ lives, who lov'd thee long before 
Thy being He did give thee, 
And ere He made thy wondrous frame ; 
His love remaineth still the same, 
It ne'er can change to hatred. 



Be of good cheer I thy nearing end, 
My heart! need not appal thee, 

No iirs in it ; God doth extend, 
His loving hand and call thee 

From all the thousand forms of woe 

That in this vale of tears below, 
Thou ever hast endurdd. 
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Tis troe, 'tis call'd deatli's agoo j, 

Bai yet it is no dying ; 
The death of death is Christ^ for He 

Preyents it finom destroyiiig, 
Thai thoogh it puts forth all its pow'r, 
Ko hair it horteth in the hoar 

When I from henoe am taken. 

The sting of deaüi in sin doih li^ 

And in onr evil doing ; 
Poor child of Adam ! 'eagerly 

This path was I ptirsning. 
In Ohrist's blood sin is wash'd away, 
Forgiven are we now for aye, 

Ne'er fall in condemnation. 

My sin is gone, and I am clean, 
Whoever would depriye me, 

Henceforth is life eteroal mine ; 
The thought may never grieve me 

Of sin's dread wages eam'd by me ; 

Who's reconcird, must erer bc, 
Ünhurt by Opposition. 
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Now God's free grace I with me take, 

And all Eis joy and gladness, 
On this last journey that I make, 

And know no grief nor sadness. 
The foe beoomes to me a 6heep, 
His ire becomes a blessdd sleep, i 

Of qniet Test tbe pillow. | 



Thou Jesus 1 thou sweetest Friend, 
My light and life art everl 

Thou holdest me, dost me defend, 
The foe can move Thee never. 

In Thee I am, Thou art in me, 

As we are here, we'U ever be, 
Nought here or there can part us. 

My body down to rest doth lie, 
Fatigued with life's sad story ; 

The soul then mounteth up on high, 
With chosen ones in glory 

It mingles, and keeps joyfuUy, 

The endless year of Jubilee 
With all Üie holy angels. 



I I 

332 OfBeaä^ikeljuilk^, 

» i 

; 

Oh! Hi^iestPriiioeofgFataiidaiiBl], 
llay that bka^d day lie neuiiig; 

When Thoa shaU by Thy tmmpeft aJl, 
And all the dead be beaiing. 

Agam abaU sool and body be 

One, and Thy joy ahall taste and aoe. 
Thy Fatho'a kmgdom enter. 

If 'tu Thy will, O Lord, appear, 
To peaoe and bliss to take me 

For ever, Thee may I be near, 
How joyM would it make me ! 

Be open'd wide— of death, thou gate I 

That to 80 blissM place and State 
Throngh thee I tnay pass over. 
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; BKBSAVXD FATBBB OOIOOSTB HIMBBX.F OONOBSHWO BIS NOW 
BAIMTBD 80iC. 

MINE art thou still, and mine shalt be, 
Who will be this denying ? 
Not only thou belong'st to me, 

The Lord of Life nndying 
The greatest right hath aye in thee ; 
He taketh, He demands from me 
Thee, my son, my treasure, 
My heart's delight and pleasure ! 

If wish avail'd, my sours Bweet star ! 

My frge choice would I make thee, 
Than earth's fair treasures rather £eu-, 

I evermore would take thee. 
Would say to thee, Abide with me, 
The joy of all my dwelling be, 
I ever more shall love thee, 
Till death itself remove me. 



334 Of Deaih, the Last Bay, 



Thus saitli my heart, and meaneth well, 
Bat God doth mean still better ; 

Qreat love doth in my bosom dwell, 
In God there dwelleth greater. 

I am a &ther, nothing more, 

Of fathers God 's the crown and powV, 

The fountain who is giving 

Their being to all living. 

I long and yeam ibr my dear son ; 

God, by whom he was given, 
Wills he should stand beside His throne, 

Should live with Hirn in heaven. 
I say, Alasl my light is gone ! 
God saith, " I welcome thee, my son, 
Fd have thee ever near me, 
With endless joys would cheer thee !" 



lovely Word ! sweet decree I 

More holy than we ever 
Gan think ; with God no ill can be, 

Mischance, or sickness never, 
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No care, no want, no overBight, 
With God no sorrow e'er can blight ; 
Whom God carea for and loveth 
No tronble ever moyeth« 



We men much thought and time expend 
On our dear ones' adoming ; 

Our thoughts and efforts ever bend, 
Are planning night and moming 

To gain for them a happy place ; 

And yet how seldom 'tis the case 

They reach the destinatlon 

We had in oontemplation. 



How oft a young and hopeful one 
From virtue's path far roametb, 
By him through ill example's done 
What Christians ne*er becometh. 
Then God's just anger doth he earn, 
On earth he meeteth scoffs and soorn^ 
His father's heart he fiUeth 
With pain that nothing stilleth. 



336 0/ Death, ihe Last Day, 



Now such can never 1)6 my case» 

My 8on is safely yonder, 
Appeareth now before God's face, 

Doth in Ghrist's garden wander, 
Is fill'd with joy, is ever bless'd. 
And from heart-sorrow doth he rest, 
Sees, heais the hosts so gloiioos 
Who here are watching o'er ns. 



He angels yonder hears and sees, 
Part in their songs he taketh, 
And knows all wisdom's mysteries ; 

Eis high disoourse he maketh 
What none of us can ever know 
With all our searching here below, 
To Done on earth 'tis given, 
Reserv'd it is for Heayen. 



Ah ! could I even draw so near, 

Could it to me be given 
The faintest sounds of praise to hear 

That fiU the oourt^ of Heaven, 
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When prais'd is the thrioe holy One, 
Who thoe hath sanctified, my Bon I 
Joy would my heart be swelling, 
Tears !rom mine eyes be welling. 



WoTild I then say, Stay with me here, 

Henceforth 1*11 munnur never ; 
Alas ! my son I wert thou but near ! 

No, but oome quickly hither 
Thou fiery car, and take me where 
My child and all the bless^ are, 
Who speak of thmgs so glonou^, 
O'er every ill victoriouß. 



Now be it 90, Fd have it so, 
ril neveir more deplore thep ; 

Thou liv'st, pure joys thy heart o'erfloii7, 
Bright SUDS shine ever o*er thee, 

The SUDS of endless joy azid re^t. 

Live thcD, aod be for ever bless'd, 

I shall, when Ggd wiUs, youder 

In bliss hereaf^r wander. 

z 
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ilt THE Bi£a or ▲ nuxHb. 

ON thy bier how calm thou'rt sleepitig 
Yet thou livest, oh our crown ! 
Watch eternal art thou keeping, 
Standing near thy Savionr^s throne. 
Endless joy thy lÄrtion now ! 
Why should teare so freely flow ? 
What should thus'in somow sink tts? 
üp! aright let ns bethink nsJ 



Grudge we to our friends their plteasui« ; 
When they laugh, we laugh isigain ; 

Bitter tears shed without measure, 
When we see tbem sunk in pJeUn. 
When we see them conq'rors come, 
From the cross triumphant home ; 
When is o'er life's toil and angnish, 
Then no more in grief we langnish. 
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Noble heart ! in peace dow rest thee^ 






ITiou hast vanquish'd every foe, 






All affiictions that oppress'd the&, 






Overwhelm'd thy heart with wtw ; 






All the toil and miseiT', 






All care and anxiety, 






All that made thee sleep in sorrow^ 






Wake in anguish on the morrowi 






God who sendeth all temptations, 






KnowB the bürden each can bear ; 






He appoints all tribulations» 






"Who in loving, gracious care, 






Sent thee every trlal soro 






That thoTi now hast triumphed o'er, 






Who hath strength enough to bear it, 






Must in larger measure share it. 






Hadst thou been at heart a craven^ 


, 




Shrinking from the chilly blast, 






Loving most the quiet haven^ 






With no doad the sky o'ercast, 


• 




z2 
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God, the giver of all good, . 
Never such a grievous load 
Of affliction had ordain'd thee, 
As dishearten'd oft and pain'd thee 



Triumph now, for thou, yictorions 
By the pow'r of Qod most high, 

Sonlike in thy strength so glorions, 
Walk'st amid the Company 
Of the city fair and new, 
Which the Lord hath built for you ; 
With the angelß join'st in singing, 
Sweetest songs from heart upnspringing. 

Jesus bids thee cease from weeping 
Wipes the tear-drop from thine eye j 

Free thy hean from sorrow keeping 
All thy need doth He supply. 
In thy cup now running o'er 
Wishest thou but one thing more, 
That thy friends who here still wander 
Were thy bliss now sharing yonder. 
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To the realms well come so glorious, 
Out of sorrow into joy ; 

Thee with myriad saints victorious 
See in bliss without alloy. 
Oh I how bless'd and fair 'twill be, 
When we all shall dwell with Thee; 
When is o'er life's cheqner'd story, 
And we reign in endless glory. 



OV THK LABT DAT. • 

THE time is very near 
When, Lord, Thou wilt be here- 
Thfi signs whereof Thou'st spoken 
Thine advent should betoken, 
WeVe Seen them oft fulfilling 
In number beyond telling. 

What shall I do then, Lord ? 
But rest upon Thy word, 
The promise Thou hast given 
That Thou wilt come from heaven, 
Me from the grave deliver 
And from all woe for ever. 



342 
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Ah ! Jesus Christ, hofw ftar 
Wilt be my portion tiiere! 
The welcome Thoq'lt address me, 
Thy glances, how they^ bless me, 
When I the earth forsaking, 
My flight to Thee am ti^ing. 



Ah I what will be the word 
Thoult speak, my Shepherd Lord I 
What will be then Thy greeting, 
Me and my brethren meeting? 
Thy members Tbou wilt own us. 
And near Thyself enthrone us. 



And in that blessM hour, 

How i^all I have the pow'r 

Mine eyelids dry of keeping, 

How tears of joy from weeping 

Refrain, that flowing over 

My cheeks, like floods would cover? 
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And wbat a beauteons light ' 
Will from Thy üuoe so bright 
Beam on me, then in heaToo, 
When sight of Theo is given, 
Thy goodness then me filling, 
Joy will my breast be swelling. 



ni see then and adore 
Thy body bruisdd sore, 
Whereon onr faith is fonnded, 
The prints of nails that wounded 
Thy h'ands and feet be greeting, 
Thy gaze with raptaie meeting. 



Thon, Lord, akme dost kaow 

The joys so pure that flow 

In life's nnfailing river 

In paradise for ever, 

Thou can'st portmy, and show them : 

By faith alone I know them. 
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What Vre bdiev'd Stands sme, 
BcmsmeÜi aye secore ; 
My put the weslth sorpsssetby 
The ndkest here amasseth ; 
All other wealth decayeth 
My portkiii ever stayeüu 



My God, my foiiest Part! 
How will my boonding heart 
WiÜi joj be overflowii]^ 
Praiae ewenaom renewing, 
When throogb the door of heaveQ 
By Thee is eatranoe giyea ? 



Thoalt say, «"Come, taste and see. 
Oh 1 child, beLoT'd bv me,. 
Gome, taste the gifts so piedoua 
I and my Father giackMis 
Have to bestow, come hither. 
In ^leasoie baak f<v ever.'' 



Alas I thou World so poor ! 
Of wealth, what is thy störe ? 
Mean is it to be holden, 
Ck)inpar'd with all the golden 
Growns and thrones Jesus placeth 
For whom He loves and graceth. 



Uere is the'angel's home, 
Bless'd spirits hither come, 
Here nonght is heard but singing, 
Nought Seen but joy up-springing, 
No cross, no death, no sorrow, 
No parting on the morrow. 



Hold 1 hold 1 my sense so weak ! 
What dost thou think and speak, 
What's £athomleBS, art sounding ? 
What's measureless, art bounding? 
Here must man's wit be bending 
The eloquent be ending. 



346 Of Death, (he Last Day, 



Lord ! I delight in Theo, 
Thou ne'er shalt go from me, 
Thy band in bounty giveth 
More than my heart conceiveth, 
Or I can e'er be counting. 
So high Thy meicy's moonting. 



How sad, Lord, am.I, 
Until I from on high 
See Thee in glory hither 
Oome, Thine own to deliver, 
Wert Thou but now revealing 
Thyself I my wish fiüfilling ! 



The time is known to Thee ) 
It best becometh me 
To be prepar'd for goii^ 
And all things so be domg, 
That every moment even 
My heart may be in Heaven. 
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This grant, Lor4» and me blees. 
That so Thy truth and gnioe 
May keep me ever waking, 
That Thy day not o'ertaking 
Me unawares, affright me, 
But may, liord I delight me. 



VBOM THB RETBLATION OV JOHK.— CHAP. VU. 

BT John was seen a wondrous sight, 
A noble light, 
A picture very glorious : 
A multitude stood 'fore him there 
All bright and fair, 
On heav'nly piain victorious ; 
Their heart and mood 
Were füll of good, 
That mortal man 
With gold ne'er can 
Procore, so high 'tis o'er us. 
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Palm branches in their hands they bore, 

They stood before 

The Lamb's throne, 'fore the Saviour; 

Fraise from their Ups did ever flow, 

Their rohes like snow, 

Their song still higher ever, 

So sweetly rang ; 

Gk)d thanks they saug, 

And in their song 

The holy throng 

Of angeb join^ ever. 

" Who," said the wond'ring John, " are they 

In white array, 

Whom now I see before me ?" 

" They are," said one from out the crowd 

That romid him stood, 

One of the eiders hoary, 

" They're men, my son, 

Who fought and won 

The fight of faith, 

Despis'd the scath, 

Attain'd the prize of glory. 
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** They're those who on the earth below, 

Long, long ago, 

Pass'd through great tribulationy 

Who for the honour of their Lord 

And of His word, 

All grief and all vexation, 

From blame all free 

Bnt patiently, 

Though smarting sore 

By God's help bore, 

O'ercame with exultation. 



"They waah'd their robes and made them white 

(Their hearts were right), 

In faith's bath them renewing, 

And they resisted evermore 

With all their poVr 

Heirs art, it quite Bubdning, 

Did aye deride 

Earth'3 pomp and pride, 

Ohose Jesu's blood 

As their chief good, 

All other good eschewing. 
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" And therefore with their doings, thcy 

Stand there for aye, 

Where God's fair templo 's standing, 

The temple whei-e they night and day 

Fraise God for aye, 

Uis glorious name oommending. 

There do they live 

With nought to grieve, 

From toil all free 

Joys taste and 8ec> 

That never know an endihg. 



"There in His dwelling sitteth God 

And spreads abroad 

His goodness as a cover, 

There with bliss manifold is ble»*d 

In quiet rest, 

The wearied whose life's over; 

What pleasure gives, 

The heart relieves, 

The longing stills, 

And the eye fills, 

In füll bloom Stands there ever. 
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" No thirst, nor hunger tliere, no need ; 

The heav'nly bread 

All wants aye satisfieth ; 

And sliineth there the sun no more 

In too great powV, 

Its light pure joy supplieth; 

HeavVs sun so bright 

And heart's delight^ 

Is our great Lord 

The living Word, 

Who no good thing denietlL" 

The Lamb His floök will ever feed 

E'en as they need, 

In pastures never wastingj 

He will them to the fountain bring, 

Whence ever spring 

Streams of life everlasting ; 

And oertainly 

Ne'er rest will He, 

Till wash'd away 

All tears for aye 

Are, and His bliss we 're tasting. 



LONDOir: 
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